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CHAPTER XLIV. 



The first waking tha cext pacyrajng would have repaid mo 
£^ for double the pain t^ad^uSbrea smce'B(^e^y absent It 
was so wonderfully happy.' My natire-J^fas "npt.one to dwell 
O long on future troubles, ijfi WdkAhc^ blessings brought by 
the present moment, and ocJ^ Jfitr thit, Roger was with me, 
and that for the time,' all ;Hfti^ go w^Il^ o-^^ my feeling 
was shared by every o^p^u^ti^-Jhtnjtge. Ebger's return was 
like letting the light of the sun Bfeak in upon our sad house- 
hold. William expanded, as it were, under its influence in a 
manner which was surprising to me ; especially as he had a 
good deal to make him uncomfortable in other ways. I men- 
tioned that the evening of the wreck he came in shading his 
face from the light, and putting a handkerchief to his eyes. 
All that evening he complained of a shooting pain in them, 
and the next day they were very much inflamed. He had 
caught cold in them ; for in consequence of being so silly as 
not to take a great-coat with him, he had no defence against 
the snow, and he had been exposed to it a long time. We 
forced him to send for the Compton doctor, but the lotion 
which was ordered did no good, and then he said he would 
see some one in Hove. Instead, however, of letting the 
doctor come to him, he would go into Hove himself on a day 
when there was a bitter wind blowing, and of course he 
returned worse than he went. These things were very vex- 
atious, but I could talk out my troubles to Roger, and that 
was sufficient comfort to me for the time. The accounts 
from Hatton continued very indifferent. Mrs. Morris kept 
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her bed, and Jessie was in constant attendance upon her. 
Roger and I saw Jessie for a short time the day he drove 
me over, and she was very pleasant in her behaviour to both 
of us, — ^very glad to see Koger, and full of thanks for our 
coming ; but her mind was so engrossed by all the cares 
pressing upon her, that she did not seem to take in anything 
else thoroughly. I thought myself how much prettier and 
more winning she was in this subdued mood than in any of 
her wilful humours, and I was pleased that Koger should see 
her to advantage, even though her manner contradicted some 
of the things I had lately written to him about her. Jessie 
told n^e that day that Miss Milicent was actually gone. She 
had learnt it from some one who came over from Dene, and 
said that Mr. Macdonal(^ foie^v it foj ^certain. There was a 
great deal f od imuSb^ t^mibT^icatiOAr ^^pt up still between 
Dene and J^^i^knd* tfie Iviiutenan£. * I did not feel at all 
easy in my mind a^to:thO th^ • •*: 

After Jessie's jii^Tjo^X^f 1 i^solved to make an effort 
to go and see ^t^^^^t, sifepiM the risk of facing Mrs. 
Temple, and perfi!afc9*o^idui|j^Rf]i..Ut was a little pleasure 
to me also whilst Kog^ was" away, for he was obliged to go 
to London for a few days to see Mr. Pierce's relations. Yet 
I did not feel comfortable in thinking what kind of recep- 
tion I might meet with, and I was rather nervous as I rang 
the bell. The page opened the door, and I asked if I might 
see Mrs. Weir. He did not know — ^he would go and see — 
and he ran off. I stood looking down the road, and saw Mrs. 
Temple coming up. She was going on beyond the house, 
but on perceiving me she drew near. I made a curtsy, and 
said I had walked over to inquire after Mrs. Weir. 

" Oh ! Mrs. Weir is not at all well to-day." 

" I was afraid she might not be. Ma'am," I replied. 
^' Parting with Miss Milicent must have made her anxious." 

" Mrs. Weir is too excellent a person to allow herself to 
be anxious upon any subject," was the answer. " I will tell 
her that you called." 

" I had hoped that I might have seen her. Ma'am," I 
said. '^ Having been accustomed to me so long, I fancied it 
would not ijiake her nervous." 

" Mrs. Weir sees no one but her friends," was Mrs. Tern- 
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pie's answer ; " I will tell her. that yon caHed to inquire, and 
no doubt she will be much obliged to you." 

Just then Mr. Temple and some strange gentlemen came 
up, and Mr. Temple asked his wife if she was going on 
farther. I saw she disliked leaving me at the door, and 
again she repeated, " I will tell Mrs. Weir that you called," 
— ^which was as much as to say, " You have come, and now 
you may go back again," but I kept my stand, waiting for the 
answer from Mrs. Weir herself. 

" Are you ready, my dear ? " said Mr. Temple, in his meek 
voice, and he offered her his arm : she really had no excuse 
then, and was obliged to depart. 

The page came back almost directly afterwards, followed 
by Cotton. He began telling me that Mrs. Weir was very 
iU, that she had had a bad night, that she did not see any 
one, — ^but Cotton gave him a tap on the shoulder and sent 
him off to the kitchen, and even before he was out of sight 
exclaimed, " Little rascal ! — ^he would say his face was cop- 
per-coloured for sixpence I " 

« Isn't Mrs. Weir ill ? " I said. « Can she see me ? " 

Cotton replied by stepping out into the road, and looking 
up and down it. 

" She is gone. That is her purple bonnet. Now, Miss 
Grant, if you wish to come you must make the most of your 
time." 

" What does it mean, Cotton ? " I exclaimed ; " I don't 
understand." 

" Don't ask questions, and you won't have answers. At 
any rate, seeing you will do my mistress good, for yours will 
be the first face belonging to any one out of the house that 
she has caught sight of for the last three weeks." 

" Has she been so ill as that ? " I inquired. 

" Only learning to be quiet, she will tell you," said Cot- 
ton. " Before I would put up with such folly ! But we 
aren't all made alike, that is one blessing." 

I followed her, greatly perplexed and pained. 

" Mrs. Weir's sitting-room was wanted for any stray 
visitors," whispered Cotton to me, as she saw me look round 
the lobby at the head of the stairs, not quite knowing where 
I was to be taken to. She has Mr. Temple's little dressing 
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room fitted up for her now, and her bed-room is along the 
passage to the right." 

" It is not comfortable for her, is it ? " I asked ; and 
Cotton shrugged her shoulders, and answered: "We must 
like what is given us, when we are not mistresses in our own 
house." 

Mrs. Weir looked at least a year older since the last time 
I had seen her. Her complexion, naturally so singularly 
clear and smooth, had become withered and sallow, and her 
eyes were heavy; but she was much more self-controlled, 
and if I could have felt that her appearance and manner were 
natural, I might have fancied there was a change for the 
better. 

" You find me in a new room, Ursula," she said, as Cot- 
ton left us, and I sat down beside her. " It must seem 
strange to you." 

Yes, it was very strange, so cold-looking, and comfort- 
less ! Nothing but Mrs. Weir's work-basket, and a Bible on 
the table ; no Sowers even to brighten it. 

" I have been here since Milicent left me," she continued. 
" My niece wished me to be near her ; and she has friends 
coming to see her, so that the house will be full." 

" It doesn't look like your room, certainly. Ma'am," I 
replied. 

" You miss the little ornaments ; but they were better 
in the visitors' room; and you know, Ursula, all things 
increase in value when they give pleasure to others." 

" This room is very small. Ma'am," I observed, " and I 
am afraid you will feel the draught from the door." 

'^ My niece has lent me a thick shawl, and I put it on 
when I feel the cold. You see, Ursula, I am not fit to 
travel, because I do feel things so much. My niece tells me 
that." 

Her voice faltered a little, and I heard her murmur to 
herself, " It is right; God help me ; it is all right." 

" You will be better. Ma'am, when you have heard from 
Miss Milicent," I said ; " her being away must make you 
anxious." 

" I ought not to be anxious, Ursula. I have so many 
blessings ; and I could not go. Milicent will do without me 
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— she always does without me; but it is lonely, and I 
•^sli " she did not finish the sentence. 

" What do you wish, dear Ma'am ? " I asked. 

^' Nothing, Ursula. God has taught me that I must have 
no wishes," and Mrs. Weir folded 'her little hands together 
as a child would do in prayer. 

" Only perhaps it would do you good, just to say out your 
wish. Ma'am," I said; " even if you don't think it right to 
encourage it." 

" No, Ursula ; no wishes, no longings." 

" Some, dear Ma'am," I exclaimed, " some wo must have, 
whilst we live upon earth," 

" If God would grant me to see my duty, clearly," she 
answered ; " I try to understand what they tell me, — ^yes, I 
try. But, Ursula, a wife has a great duty to a husband." 

" No one would wish you to go to Mr. Weir now, Ma'am," 
I answered. 

" That is what is said. Is it true, Ursula ? I made a 
vow once. Does God forget our vows ? " 

" He does not wish us to do what is impossible, Ma'am," 
I replied, " and your friends judge rightly, I am sure, in 
telling you that you would do harm to yourself, and no good 
to Mr. Weir, by insisting upon joining him." 

" You say so, do you ? you are like them all, but I for- 
got — ^I am to be quiet. Cotton ought not to have brought 
you here, it was wrong. My niece would not like me to see 
you, and she knows what is best. But I am quiet, — only if 
they would tell me why they allowed Milicept to go without 
me. Ursula, I will pray. God will help me if I pray." 

All the assumed self-control was over. Her hands 
trembled violently. I took hold of them to keep them still, 
but she did not seem to think of my presence as, with her 
eyes closed, she poured out her prayer with all the simplicity 
of a child, and the earnestness and devotion of a saint. She 
prayed for submission, for guidance, for humility and charity. 
I could with difficulty follow the course of her thoughts. 
There seemed to be a burden upon her heart, which she 
could scarcely find words to express. 

After a few moments she lay back upon the sofa. I 
thought she was faint, and ofiered her a bottle of salts, but 
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she would not take it. "No, Ursula," slie said, "I am 
better now, I will not talk any more ; and you had better 
go." 

" I can't leave you alone, Ma'am," I replied. 

" Cotton will come to me, and my niece will return. I 
would rather, Ursula." 

" Rather," meant duty not inclination, I was sure, and I 
felt very determined. "I was in hopes, Ma'am," I said, 
" that I might have stayed a little with you to tell you about 
my brother, Roger — the one who went to Canada, you know 
— he is come back." 

Her eyes quite brightened at this little bit of news from 
the outer world. She said eagerly, " Oh ! Ursula, that must 
be very pleasant ; will you not tell me about it ? Was that 
why you did not come to see me ? My niece thought you 
had forgotten me." 

" I have had a great deal of trouble. Ma'am," I said, and 
I began to give her an account of Leah's illness, lengthening 
out what I had to say, so as to gain her attention thoroughly, 
and it was quite curious to me to watch the effect my little 
story had upon her. She laid her hand upon mine when I 
spoke of the sorrow that had come upon us, smoothing it 
kindly, and looking at me at the same time intently, and 
though she grieved with me, and tears stood in her eyes, yet 
the haggard look passed &om her face, until I told her how 
I had watched Leah, and nursed her, and been with her at 
her death. Then it came back again most painfully, and she 
said, " You have done all you could, Ursula ; you have 
nothing on your conscience, and now Grod has sent you a 
reward." 

The words gave me a pang, as I thought how little they 
were deserved. I changed the subject, knowing what was in 
her thoughts, and spoke of Roger, but I could not seize upon 
her attention again, and as she looked towards the door ner- 
vously, I felt that I had been there long enough. 

I rose to go, promising to come and see her again, but I 
had no response. It almost seemed that she wished me not 
to come, for she only said, " Yes, Ursula, when you have 
time ; but you are very busy, and you have your brother." 

I did not notice the change in her manner, and insisted 
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upon placing the cushions comfortably, and throwing a shawl 
over her, as in the good old days at Dene. Just as I wfls 
leaving the room, I said, " I think I must send you over a 
few crocuses and snow-drops. Ma'am, from Sandcombe. You 
don't seem to have any, and you used to like them so 
much." 

" Oh ! Ursula ; thank you, indeed that will be so kind ; 
but my niece would like some for the visitors' room, if you 
could spare them. She says we must all try and make tiiat 
pretty and comfortable for her friends." I made no more 
offers. If it had been possible to be angry with Mrs. Weir, 
I think I should have been then. 

Cotton was keeping guard in the lobby. I was going 
down-stairs, but she hurried me away to her own room — a 
little attic. 

" I shall get into a scrape for this," she said ; " but I 
couldn't help it. I couldn't bear it any longer by myself." 

" I don't understand it all," I said. 

" How should you, or any one who doesn't live in the 
house ? I thought Mr. Eichardson might have been of use, 
but she's too much for him." 

" She I who ? Mrs. Weir ? " 

" No, no ; how foolish ! Mrs. Temple. She keeps him 
at arm's length. Ever since Miss Milicent went has he been 
trying to get in, and never succeeded once." 

" But why not ? " I exclaimed ; " why shouldn't he 
come ? " 

" Just sit down, and I'll tell you;" and Cotton gave me 
a chair and seated herself on a trunk, delighted, as I per- 
ceived, to have some one to whom to pour out her troubles. 
It seemed that ever since the first news had been heard of 
Mr. Weir, Mrs. Weir's nervousness and fidgets, as Cotton 
called them, had increased tenfold. It was the old feeling 
which we had battled with at Dene, only much more vehe- 
ment. Mrs. Weir could never have loved her husband, latterly 
she must have been very unhappy with him ; yet she had 
kept herself up by the one principle which was, in fact, all 
the strength of mind she possessed, — a sense of religious 
duty. But for this she might long ago have been considered 
incapable of judgment upon any subject. I suppose, natur- 
VOL. II.— 1* 
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ally enoagh in her state of health, the principle had become 
exaggerated. She was morbid in her conscientiousness, but 
still it was the only thing to rest upon in dealing with her. 
In the present instance I gathered from what Cotton said, 
that she might have been managed easily enough but for 
Miss Milicent's wilfulness. If any one else had been sent to 
find Mr. Weir, and inquire into his condition, Mrs. Weir 
would, at least for a while, have been satisfied; but the 
moment Miss Milicent talked of going, Mrs. Weir became 
excited, and said she must go too — ^and the idea so possessed 
her that it became a kind X)f monomania. 

" I should have given in to her," I exclaimed, as Cotton 
told me this. 

" So should I," she replied. " Mrs. Weir is just one of 
those odd, nervous persons, who can do wonderful things 
when they have their own way, and can't stir an inch when 
they have not. I heard Mr. Richardson say this myself to 
Mrs. Temple. He did all he could to keep Miss Milicent 
from her wild scheme, and I know he put before her the harm 
all the fuss was doing her mother, — ^but you might as well 
have talked to a stone wall ; and then he took the other tack, 
and turned to Mrs. Temple, hoping something might be 
managed to satisfy Mrs. Weir, — and there was another stone 
wall" 

" He must have had enought to do with them all," I said. 

" You would think so if you had known everything that 
went on; how we used to be kept up, night after night, — 
Mrs. Temple preaching to my poor mistress about patience, 
and trying her so that she must have been better than Job if 
she had not been impatient, and at last sending her off into 
hysterics ; and Miss Milicent coming in in the middle, with 
worries about her boxes, and what she should take, and what 
she should leave behind, and never seeing that the very men- 
tion of packing set Mrs. Weir off worse than ever." 

" Mrs. Weir is quiet enough, now," I said. 

" Hasn't she been tutored, — ^fairly tutored and trained 
into it ? But the trouble is not over." 

" I suppose Mrs. Temple did only what she thought was 
for the best," I said. 

Cotton gave a little contemptuous laugh. " Why, Miss 
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Grant, yon are not taken in by her, are you ? She thinks it 
the best for herself that Mrs. Weir should stay, there is no 
doubt of that. If she did not, my poor mistress would have 
been off for France, or for Australia, or for any other country 
by the next packet" 

" I don't precisely see what good it can do Mrs. Temple 
to have Mrs. Weir here," I said, " she can be only a trouble." 

" There is a house to be kept up," replied Cotton. 

" Yes," I said, " but Mrs. Weir's income is very small." 

" Not so small but it helps Mrs. Temple pretty consider- 
ably ; that I know from good authority," continued Cotton. 
'^ Aud just see in what a style we have things,' — ^footman, and 
page, and pony-carriage, and gardener. Mrs. Temple didn't 
live in that way in her own home, and she would not live so 
here, if it was not for Mrs. Weir's help. She has all the 
money in her own hands, and ^e dosen't choose it should go 
out of them." 

" Still," I said, not choosing to own to Cotton how much 
I agreed as to her opinion of Mrs. Temple, " it was best for 
Mrs. Weir to stay." 

" That may or mayn't be," replied Cotton. " As you 
yourself said just now. Miss Grant, when her heart was so 
set upon it, I should have run the risk. But I wouldn't 
quarrel about the plan, only the way it has been managed. 
If ever there was a hard gaoler it's Mrs. Temple. You must 
have seen enough yourself to make you guess that." 

" I see that Mrs. Weir is afraid of Mrs. Temple," I said, 
" and I don't like her being moved into that small room, and 
not having everything comfortable about her." 

" Oh 1 that's sacrifice, discipline," exclaimed Cotton ; " I 
know the words by heart, for I've heard nothing else since 
we came to Stonecliff. If it's possible. Miss Grant, for a 
woman to make her way to Heaven by proxy, depend upon 
it that woman's Mrs. Temple. Why there isn't a duty that 
she has to perform which she dosen't make some one or 
another do for her. Miss Milicent — she sees the poor for 
her, and goes to the school ; and Mr. Temple, he pays her 
visits, and writes her letters ; and Mrs. Weir finds money for 
charity, and does poor- work, and gives up all her little comforts 
to make things pleasant to the visitors, and Mrs. Temple 
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counts up all that is done, and takes the sum total to her- 
self." 

" I can't bear to hear you talk so, Cotton, I said. " I don't 
belieye it can be true." 

" Just come here for a month, and see if it isn't," ex- 
claimed Cotton. ** A month I why you'd find it out in a 
week ! I have gone in and out of the room whilst visitors 
have been there, and have heard her go on — * We do this, and, 
we do that ' — ^till, you wouldn't beueve it, but I have been 
almost taken in myself; and no wonder my poor mistress is." 

" Then it was not Mrs. Weir's wish to change her room ? " 
I asked. 

'^ No more than it is to cut her head off. It was all done 
by Mrs. Temple's preaching about sacrifice and discipline. 
Mrs. Temple has the command of the whole house, and goes 
where she likes, and does what she likes ; and because she is 
in the drawing-room all day, and does not want a sitting-room 
to herself, she made my poor mistress fancy that it was too 
great a luxury for her to have the comfortable south room, 
which she chose when she came here ; and so, after Miss Mill- 
cent was gone, and when there was actually an additional 
spare bed-room, she teased her into moving into that little 
poky dressing-room." 

" Miss Milicent ought not to have gone," I could not help 
saying. 

" She wasn't much good when she was here," continued 
Cotton ; " she never saw anything that went on." 

Cotton was- mistaken there. Miss Milicent, I was sure, 
saw a great deal, only with hec awkwardness she did not know 
how to remedy it. I felt really afraid for Mrs. Weir, 
especially as Cotton continued her tissue of complaints, which 
might indeed be exaggerated, but for wliich I could scarcely 
doubt there was a foundation of trutL She had her own 
special grievance, which was natural enough; it was one 
which the servants could not help feeling, — Mrs. Temple's 
stinginess. I was aware of the characteristic, but I confess 
I was not prepared for all the little ways in which Cotton 
declared it was shown. The Dene housekeeping had been 
lavish, wrongly so very often, and no doubt there was much 
which required correction ; but I could feel keenly with Cot- 
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ton when she described how even the charwoman's wages 
were cut down, and all kind of make-shifts forced upon the 
kitchen in order to make a show in the parlour. 

What I heard was very painful to me, and as for remedy- 
ing any part of the eyil, I saw no way to it. For unless 
Mr. and Mrs. Eichardson were freely admitted to the house, 
there were none of Mrs. Weir's friends near to be aware 
how things went on, or to take her part. 

" Mrs. Temple is very jealous of you, Miss Grant," said 
Cotton, as the conversation ended, ^^ and I don't know 
whether it isn't as much as my place is worth to have let you 
in now. But I felt I must get hold of you, and if you can 
come over again before loDg, I'll try and smuggle you in ; 
and if I can't, perhaps you won't mind the trouble of the 
walk for nothing, for I assure you it's charity." 

Cotton did not feel the difficulty which was present to 
me. Mrs. Temple was the mistress of the house. If she did 
not like me to go there openly, I could not be smuggled in 
by the lady's maid — that would be entirely against all my 
principles, and I felt it would do x^o good in the end. If I 
was ever to be allowed to be any comfort to Mrs. Weir, there 
must be no flaw in my conduct for Mrs. Temple to seize 
upon. No, I must let it all rest in God's hands, knowing 
that, when the time came for me to be of use, He would 
open the door for me. 
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Miss Milicbnt crossed over to France safely, we heard 
that from John Hervey, and she was going on to Paris, hoping 
to find Mr. Weir there, and to be with him in his lodging, 
and learn his plans, and help him with her advice. It 
sounded, just at first, very dutiful and self-denying, and I be- 
lieve Miss Milicent herself thought it so ; but I hope it was 
not very wicked in me, I could not help remembering that 
she would find more amusement in Paris than at Stoneclifi^, 
and that if her father claimed her on the one side, her mother 
had an equal claim on the other. I was glad, however, to 



14 U B S U L A . 

hear that so far her journey had prospered, and I tried not 
to be uneasy about what might come afterwards. Some 
persons might have wondered why I should hare cared 
enough for her to feel anything like uneasiness ; but it must 
be remembered that my circle of interests was small, and 
that it was in my nature to throw myself very much into 
other people's concerns. An orphan as I was, and having 
no sister, I suppose I kept my heart more open than I might 
otherwise have done, for what befell my friends, especially 
those connected with my childhood. Many a heart-ache 
have I had for Mrs. Weir, which I dared not speak of to 
anyone, not even to kind Mrs. Kemp, knowing she would not 
understand it. 

Boger's stay was uncertain. It depended upon some 
business connnected with Mr. Pierce's affairs ; but he had 
made up his mind that it should not be more than three 
months ; and I knew, he would keep to this determination if 
possible. We seldom spoke of the coming final separation. 
Sometimes 1 faced it. Sometimes I buoyed myself up with 
the hope that even yet events might occur to prevent it. 
I would not let myself be miserable. I only felt that I 
might be so. And we had soon one engrossing thought at 
Sandcombe. Mrs. Morris was sinking rapidly. I was with 
Jessie as much as possible, and William and Roger were 
both as kind and considerate as could be desired, willing to 
spare me at all hours, and to put up with any inconvenience, 
so that the poor child should not be left. It was a trial to Wil- 
liam especially to be without me, for, since his eyes had been 
so bad, he had depended upon me a good deal. I kept all 
his accounts, and read the paper to him in the evening. 
Roger did this when I was away, besides looking after the 
farm. William said to me, more than once, that Roger was 
his right hand, and it would be a bad day when we had to 
part with him again. 

I was with Jessie the night that Mrs. Morris died. The 
old lady sank quietly, and there was much to comfort us in 
the circumstances of her death ; but Jessie was heart-broken. 
As I followed her into her room, when all was over, helping 
her to undress and go to bed, she clung to me hysterically, 
exclaiming, "Keep me with you, Ursie. I have not a 
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relation nor a home." And she said what I knew to be, in a 
great measore, true. 

We took her back with us to Sandcombe on the day of 
the funeral. It was the only place she could go to. She 
shared my room ; for I did not like her to be alone. Her 
grief was very touching. I had neyer seen anything so 
real and deep ; and it brought out all the better parts of her 
nature. She was earnest, humble, affectionate, and singu- 
larly gracious in her thankfulness for everything which was 
done for her. I was almost sorry to see how she clung to 
us, knowing, as I did, that there might be a hard lot in store 
for her — ^a life amongst strangers. 

I knew nothing, for certain, of the condition in which 
Mrs. Morris had left her affairs ; but I had a suspicion, from 
something which passed between Boger and William on the 
day of the funeral, that it was not what had been expected. 
If this were so, and if Jessie had to make her own way in 
the world, it would be cruel to delude her by keeping the 
truth from her. I asked Roger, but he gave me an unusual- 
ly short answer, and even implied that it was not quite 
find to enter upon the subject then. I inquired of William, 
but he informed me the accounts were not made up ; he 
could tell nothing till they were. This W£fe a week after the 
fiineraL 

Jessie came down-stairs and sat with us, for the first time, 
that evening. Before, she had really been too unwell to 
leave her room ; and I had spent a good deal of my spare 
time with her. But this was dull for William and Boger, 
and not good for her : so I persuaded her at last to make an 
effort to join us. She certainly did look uncommonly pretty. 
Her black dress set off her clear complexion ; and she had 
taken pains with her hair, and made it look particularly nice ; 
and, without meaning to be affected, for I am sure she 
was not that in the least, there was a little shyness in her 
manner to William and Boger, caused, I suppose, by the 
strangeness of her feelings, which, with her grief, gave her 
the quietness and softness which she sometimes wanted when 
in high spirits and good health. I asked her to come and 
sit by me at the tea table, and, wishing to give her something 
to do, begged her to put the sugar into the cups, whilst I 
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went out into the kitchen to give an order. When I came 
back I found that Roger was doing it for her, and that she 
was sitting in the window-seat, away from the fire, cryiog. 
It vexed me a little, that she should give way so soon ; and, 
being afraid of showing any particular sympathy, for fear of 
making her worse, I merely said, — " Come Jessie, dear, tea 
is ready. Here is a place for you by me." 

" It will be cold there, by the door," said Roger : " this 
is your place, Jessie ;" and not seeing that it was incon- 
venient to me, as it crowded me, he placed a chair for her 
with her back to the fire. 

Her being there just moved William out of the seat 
which he always preferred, and I did not like him to be 
turned out of it, now that his eyes were bad ; and I knew he 
felt the cold. I was sure Jessie would not care, and I said, 
— " We will have the door shut ; but if Jessie does not mind, 
that is William's place." Jessie was going round to the 
other side directly, but Roger came up to the table and 
pushed the tea-tray aside. " Now, there is room for both," 
ne said ; and as Jessie looked at me rather apologising for 
having disturbed me, he added, " Oh, Ursie does not mind ; 
she can make tea just as well at one side of the table as the 
other.'' 

It would have been foolish to mind such a trifle, but I 
could not help thinking to myself, what would poor Jessie 
do if she had to go into the rough world after being so 
petted as not to be allowed to sit away from the fire. We 
were rather constrained all tea-time ; Jessie scarcely ate any- 
thing ; and by some unfortunate stupidity we were constantly 
bringing up subjects which were, in a measure, painful to her- 

Yet I thought myself careful. Miss Milicent's journey 
seemed tolerably safe, and I mentioned it ; but then some- 
thing was said about Lieutenant Macdonald, and I saw Jessie 
blush and look conscious, and William, with very bad tact, 
and forgetting my warning, was, as usual, going to joke her 
about him. Only s, very few words were said, scarcely 
enough for Roger to notice; and I was not sure, indeed, 
whether he heard them, for he was just then lifting the tea- 
kettle from the hearth. He saw, however, that Jessie was 
discomposed, and made an effort to put things comfortable 
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again ; in fact, both he and William treated her like a petted 
child, and I could not blame them for it, though I felt in 
my own mind that it was bad for her. 

There were several things to attend to after tea, and I 
succeeded in making Jessie help me a little, and then I gave 
her some needlework, and persuaded her to go to bed early, 
as she had slept badly the previous night I am sure I felt 
as kindly towards her as possible, and wished to do every- 
thing I could to make her happy again, but, knowing her 
disposition, I felt that the less fuss made about her the bet- 
ter. And this manner of treating her, it seemed, did not 
quite please either of my brothers. As soon as she was 
gone up-stairs they began. 

"Ursie," said William, "I think you are rather hard 
upon poor Jessie. You set her to work as though she was 
your servant." 

" I only wanted to employ her," I replied. " It was 
better for her than sitting still and thinking." 

" When people are in trouble they can't always make up 
their minds to work," said Roger; and he threw down the 
newspaper, as though he had a good deal to say upon the 
subject. 

" Jessie certainly is in a great deal of trouble," I said ; 
" no one feels it more than myself; and I would do my very 
utmost to be kind to her ; but I don't think you can know 
quite so well as I do what is best for a young girL I am 
sure she feels obliged to me for giving her something to dis- 
tract her thoughts." 

" You put her on a footing with Martha," said Roger. 
" She might not thank you so much for that." 

" Oh I Roger," I exclaimed, and I felt the colour rush to 
my cheeks ; " you don't mean that Jessie could have an un- 
kind thought of me for that. Why, I help Martha myself 
every evening. There is not a thing I asked Jessie to do 
which I would not have done willingly." 

" Only, my little Trot has not known what sorrow and 
changed fortunes make others feel," said Roger, kindly ; and 
he came round to me, and, leaning over my chair, kissed me. 

I turned my face up at him, and endeavoured to smile ; 
but my spirit was roused, and I said, " Perhaps neither you 
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nor I know that, for we liaye both been tolerably prosperous. 
But, Roger, if Jessie's fortunes are changed, there is all the 
more reason why she shouldn't be spoilt." 

" You women are always hard upon one another," ex- 
claimed William. 

Tears of vexation filled my eyes. There was nothing I 
disliked more than that kind of hard nature which tries to 
subdue sorrow by not allowing that it exists : and I had been 
waiting upon Jessie all day, nearly, in one way and another, 
doing little kindnesses, and putting myself out of my way 
in a manner my brothers had no notion of; and .the very 
reason why I asked her to help me that evening was that she 
might feel herself at home. But if they had an impression 
I was hard it was no use to argue about it, so I made rather 
a light answer, and said, — " We will ask Jessie this day six 
months which she thinks her best friend." 

" She is not likely to be here then," said William. He 
spoke somewhat shyly, as though approaching a disagreeable 
subject. 

" Have you had a letter from the lawyer ? " exclaimed 
Roger, turning round shortly. 

" A long rigmarole," said William, drawing a paper out 
of his pocket; '^but the upshot of it is that, when all the 
debts are paid, there will be little enough of a legacy left." 

This was the first approach to a statement of Jessie's 
position which I had heard, and I begged William to explain 
it more clearly. 

" Has Mrs. Morris died so very poor ? " I inquired. 

" Not so very poor," answered William, shortly ; " but 
Jessie is not her daughter." 

How stupid I had been, not to see at once how matters 
stood I Of course, whatever there might be which was not 
left to Charles Morris, would most probably belong to Wil- 
liam himself, in right of his wife. 

" Then Jessie has nothing," I observed ; and I suppose 
my tone showed my disappointment, for William answered 
directly, — 

"You must remember, Ursie, that Jessie has no real 
claim upon any one, and that Mrs. Morris did for her more 
than could have been expected in bringing her up. She has 
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left her a legacy of a couple of hnndred pounds, and with her 
pretty fece she'll soon make her way in the wprld." 

" But has she two hundred pounds ? " said Eoger, who 
had returned to his newspaper. 

" The debts may not be so much as we think," answered 
William. 

Koger stood up, turned his back upon William, and &ced 
the fire. A few minutes afterwards he left the room. 

Neither William nor I spoke. William sat broodingly 
by the hearth, and I worked very fast. Presently, when I 
saw William's head fall back, as though he was asleep, I went 
out to find Roger. He was in the large parlour, sitting there 
alone in the dark. I only discovered him by hearing him 
cough. He laughed when I came in with the candle m my 
hand, and said the little parlour was so hot. 

" Not so hot with the fire as with the conversation," I 
replied. " What is the matter old man ? " and I rested my 
hand upon his head, and smoothed his hair. 

^' William does not mean to do anything but what is just," 
he exclaimed ; " but. Trot, Jessie Lee is an orphan." 

" Yes," I said ; " and we are the nearet friends, not to 
call us relations, she has, except Charles Morris. I don't 
forget it, Koger, though I did ask her to help Martha this 
evening." 

" And two hundred pounds is little enough for her," he 
continued. 

" It won't keep her from working for her bread ; but she 
will be none the worse off for that," I replied. 

" Only it ought to be two hundreds pounds," he con- 
tinued ; " and William says it won't be near that when the 
debts are paid." 

" I don't understand," was my remark. 

" Mrs. Morris drew up her will herself," he said ; " so it 
is oddly enough put together. She has left two thousand 
poimds to William, as you know." 

" I was not told the sum exactly," I replied ; " but I 
knew there was something considerable." 

" Well ! there are some debts to be paid," continued 
Roger. "Mrs. Morris evidently did not know how they 
would mount up, so she has ordered that they should be 
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Bettled from the same fond out of which Jessie is to have 
her money. There is no doubt that she meant the legacy to 
oome first ; but she has worded it so as to allow of the debts 
having the first claim. In that case Jessie will lose half her 
legacy." 

" But William and Charles Morris will surely imdertake 
to pay the debts, if there is not enough in any other way ? " 
I said. 

" Charles Morris says no," replied Roger ; " and William 
is all for law and justice ; and he has had a lawyer's opinion, 
and the debts are to come first and the legacy second." 

" It can't be I " I exclaimed. " It is cruelty ; actually 
taking the orphan's money I And William so well to do in 
the world, and having no children, — ^not even like Charles 
Morris in that respect I " 

" It is law," was all Roger's answer. 

It came to my lips to say, " That is harder dealing than 
asking Jessie to help Marfiia ; " but it would have been 
mean to taunt him, and, besides, I was myself sorely 
troubled. 

" We mustn't allow it," I said, after a little thought. 
" Roger, I have money of my own. I would rather part 
with every penny of it than that Jessie Lee should have less 
than was intended for her." 

" My own honest little Trot ! Yes, I know you would. 
But it won't come to that ; there are other ways and means." 

" Not breaking in upon your money 1 " I exclaimed. 
" You told me the other day of what consequence it was to 
you just now to have every penny you could lay your 
hands on." 

" There is a greater consequence than that, Ursie, — to 
do justly in God's sight. But I have not made up my mind. 
I don't know what I shall do. Be off now 1 I shall go and 
smoke my pipe. It will all be right." 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

I HAD not seen Mrs. Kemp for weeks, and I thought it 
would do Jessie good to go out a little ; so the next day be- 
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ing very fine, I had the chaise ordered, that I might driye 
her over myself to Longside. I wanted, too, to make Mrs. 
Kemp better acquainted with her; for I knew she was 
prejudiced against her, and really Jessie seemed now so 
much improved, that I felt this to be in a certain degree un- 
fair. Boger came to the door to see us off: he was just the 
same as usual, — ^not at all put out, apparently, by what had 
passed the previous evening ; but he said he must go over to 
Mr. Stewart at Hatton, and have a little talk with him 
about Canada business. It would not do to be dawdling on 
in England much longer. That was not a very enlivening 
speech to hear, just as I was setting out with Jessie ; and 
she herself seemed hurt by it, and, when he was gone, turned 
to me, and observed, she did not know what Sandcombe 
would be like without him. It would be to her just like 
losing a brother. The remark seemed to open the door to 
a very important subject. From many little observations 
which had dropped from Jessie, I gathered that she looked 
to Sandcombe as her home. It was not unnatural that she 
should do so. Partly from her disposition, and partly from 
the way in which she had been treated, she really was a 
mere child still, leaning upon every one, and always think- 
ing that she should be provided for without thought of her 
own. And at first I should have said that Sandcombe would 
be the best place for her, at least for the present ; but that 
was under the idea that Mrs. Morris had left her enough to 
live upon. Now, with only two hundred pounds in the 
world, and perhaps not that, it was, I feared, necessary that 
she should look out for some situation in which she could 
work for herself. William, indeed, might make a compro- 
mise with his conscience, and think that he atoned for what 
wa« almost like taking possession of Jessie's little fortune, 
by giving her a home for some months ; but I felt that the 
plan would be very objectionable, even if it were proposed 
for a permanence. Sandcombe could only be Jessie's home 
under certain circumstances. If I were to go away, she 
must go too ; and if William were to die, we must both go. 
It would be nothing like a reparation, however good-na- 
tured it might appear. A wound made by injustice cannot 
be healed by kindness ; and I grew indignant as I thought 
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that William could be fidgety about Jessie's Exerting herself 
in a way which could not possibly be painful beyond the 
moment, whilst he was deliberately making up his mind to 
deprive her of at least half of the little she might call her 
own. 

Jessie herself had no thoughts of the kind. She liked 
going for a drive ; she liked anything, indeed, which made 
her feel like a lady having nothing to do but to enjoy herself. 
She was anxious that we should go over the down and 
through Dene in order to reach Longside ; but I strongly 
objected to it. Not liking, however, to thwart her unneces- 
ssffily, I merely said that if we went round by Hatton we 
should have a longer drive ; and this seemed to satisfy her, 
and she wrapped her cloak round her, and arranged her 
crape veil very becomingly, and leaned back at her ease in 
the pony chaise, as pretty a picture of a young girl as could 
be desired. It was very painful to have to break in upon 
the dream in which I felt she was indulging, and my heart 
beat &st.as I said, whilst we were driving through the out- 
skirts of Hatton, ^< Everything must seem sadly changed to 
you, Jessie, dear ; but you will become more reconciled by 
and by." 

" I shall try to be," she said, " and I ought to be, when 
every one is so kind to me. But I shall miss Mr. Eoger 
terribly." 

" We shall all miss him," I replied ; *' unless, indeed, it 
were possible for me to go back with him." 

" To Canada ? Oh, Ursie I— but what would Mr. Grant 
do without you ? " 

" I can't say ; it is difficult sometimes to know where 
one's duty lies. If I were to go, Jessie, I should think a 
great deal about you, and long to hear how you were getting 
on. I suppose there are not any of Mr. Morris's friends 
who would take care of you for a time, until something turns 
up which might suit you ? " 

The poor child sat quite silent. I believe she did not 
thoroughly understand my meaning, though my words 
sounded sad to her. I drove on slowly, till I saw her take 
out her handkerchief and wipe her eyes, and pull down the 
veil over her face, and then I said : " God will help you 
through it, dear Jessie, if you will only look to Him." 
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I had only just said tlie words when I heard the tramp 
of horses coming behind the chaise, and drew to one side to 
let them pass. " You have not driven very fast," called 
out Roger's cheerful voice. He was on his way to Mr. 
Stewart's, and John Hervey was with him. Jessie kept her 
face averted, and I saw Eoger look at her intently. I am 
sure he quite well knew she was crying. John Hervey 
came round to me at the other side, and spoke in rather a 
low voice, " They have heard again from Miss Milicent, 
Ursie." 

" So far so good," I said. 

" Yes, if she can stay with him ; but it seems an odd 
kind of place he is in, — somewhere in the heart of Paris. 
She writes in good spirits enough, but I am afraid she is 
going to be taken in." 

" It will be her own doing," I said. " What have you 
heard of Mrs. Weir lately ? " 

" Nothing, except that Mrs. Temple is on the look-out for 
some one who will neither eat, drink, nor sleep, — ^but read 
to Mrs. Weir all day, and sit up with her all night, for fif- 
teen pounds a year. Now, Roger, we shall be late ; good- 
bye ; " and they both rode off. 

I don't know what had passed between Jessie and 
Roger ; but I saw that Jessie had put up her veil, and 
it was not drawn down again till we arrived at Long- 
side. 

Mrs. Kemp was in the front of' the house, feeding some 
tame partridges, which the Farmer had taken a fancy to 
have, and they, and a number of young chickens and ducks, 
were gathered about her, making her so busy that she did 
not perceive when we came into the garden. Her welcome 
to Jessie was as hearty as I could expect,^— though I could 
see in her manne^ just the suspicion which was all the un- 
kindness she ever indulged in. Mary, she said, was full of 
work, for it was baking day, — ^but she would find time to 
have a little gossip with me ; and, begging Jessie to wait in 
the parlour for a few minutes, she took me with her to find 
Mary. We were no sooner, however, out of the room than 
I begged her to stay and have a little chat with me first ; 
not that I did not wish to see Mary, but I had a good many 
little things to talk over with her. 
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" I don't know where to take you, my dear," she said, 
considering a moment : " my room has been scoured this 
morning, and the floor is damp ; you'll take cold if you go 
there. But here's the Farmer's smoking room, do you 
mind going in ? " The smoking room was very small, and 
near the kitchen. I belieye the Farmer did smoke a pipe 
there occasionally, when there were persons in the house who 
disliked the smell of tobacco, but it was used for a lumber 
room besides. 

" Now, sit down, my dear, and say your say ; " and Mrs. 
Kemp placed a chair for me, and sat down herself in the 
window seat. " We sha'n't be interrupted, and no one will 
guess where we are." 

" But I must not leave Jessie too long," I said. 

Mrs. Kemp looked up with some surprise. " Are you 
so very particular ? " 

" Not always; only just now, when she is in trouble." 

" Well I yes, all right. But, my dear, what is she going to 
do with herself? " 

" That is the question ; — I don't know. William may 
ask her to stay with us." Mrs. Kemp looked very grave. 
" You don't approve," I said, and then, after a moment, 
added, " no more do I." 

Her face brightened up. " I was afraid, my dear, you 
were going to burthen yourself with her." 

" You don't like her," I exclaimed, and I almost re- 
gretted that Jessie's name had been mentioned. 

" No, I don't like her, my dear. I had rather say that 
out at once, and then there's not likely to be so much preju- 
dice in it. We are too near the Prices to like her ; and it 
does not please me, Ursie, that you should have so much to 
do with her." 

- " I think — ^I am sure, indeed — that you believe her to 
be much more mixed up with the Prices than she really is," 
I began. 

" Very likely, my dear ; but, as the Farmer says, * a man 
is known by his friends,' and I suppose it's the same case 
with a woman ; and Mrs. Price's ways are just those which 
a modest, well-behaved girl would turn from. To see her 
drive by with her smart cloak and fly-away bonnet, and two 
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or three idle men following, just as we are going off to 
church on a Sunday, is quite sufficient for me. Jessie Lee 
may be an angel by nature, yet when she goes to stay at 
Dene— I don't want to say anything unkind — ^but it seems 
to me that she puts herself in the way of being a fallen 
one." 

I don't know when I had seen Mrs. Kemp so excited, 
and her old-fashioned notions of propriety were quite scan- 
dalized by the new customs of Dene. There was an exag- 
geration in her feeling against Jessie, but I had no time to 
spend in arguing her out of it, so I merely said : "Whatever 
Mrs. Price may be, it is quite clear that it is our business 
now to take charge of Jessie, and keep her out of harm's 
way." 

" Yes, if you can ; and for that end, my dear, you had 
better keep her out of Lieutenant Macdonald's way." 

" There is no fear there," I said. " She has refused 
him." 

'^ Refused him ! has she ? Well that's more than I gave 
her credit for. Every one about here said that she had been 
warned about him, but that she was determined to have 
him." 

" So you see she is good for something," I continued. 

" Yes ; something." 

'' A good deal, if she only had some one to advise and to 
love her." 

" And is that to be you, my dear ? " asked Mrs. Kemp, 
simply. 

" No, I wish it could be ; but I don't think it is pos- 
sible ; " and in a few words I put before Mrs. Kemp what 
was Jessie's position ; not, of course, mentioning anything 
about William and the legacy, but merely saying that the 
sum left her by Mrs. Morris was very small, and there might 
be claims upon it, and that at any rate it would not support 
her by itself, though it might keep her in clothes if she lived 
with us. 

" Just as the Farmer thought," she exclaimed ; " just 
what he said to me only last ni^t. < I am afraid,' said he, 
* that Jessie Lee is tied on to Ursie for life.' " 

But I interrupted her. ^' Dear Mrs. Kemp," I said, 
Vol. II— 2 
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" indeed the Farmer is mbtaken ; it is what I feel must not 
be ; but how to prevent it is the difficulty. I don't think men 
like to do disagreeable things, and William won't put before 
her that she can't stay with us, though he will be sure to 
complain if she does ; and how I am to do it I don't know." 

Mrs. Kemp pondered a little: ^' You must find some- 
thing else for her to do, my dear," she said. 

" But I can't look about, and inquire behind her back, as 
it were. She would think it so very unkind, if it came to 
her ears." 

'^ That is true. Nothing is ever gained in this world by 
not being straightforward." 

" And then it comes into my mind, sometimes, whether it 
is necessary, after all ; whether she is not very much in the 
same case that I was in when I first came to Sandcombe." 

" Only, Ilrsie, you always knew what you had to look to, 
and were set upon working for yourself," she replied. 

" Tes, and Leah wanted me, and I can manage very well 
without Jessie. The only thing is, she is so little able to go 
alone." 

" She has two legs of her own," said Mrs. Kemp. 

I smiled as I answered, " Yes, but very weak ones." 

" I doubt if you will help her, my dear, by adding a 
wooden one of yours," replied Mrs. Kemp. 

" It may be better to go halting," I said, " than to tumble 
down." 

" I never heard of any human creature yet that was able 
even to halt with three legs," replied Mrs. Kemp, laughing. 
" If you want to make Jessie Lee strong, my dear, it strikes 
me you must put her in a position in which ehe will feel that 
she has no legs but her own to depend upon, and then she 
will learn how to use them." 

^' And if she should never learn, and get into mischief," 
I said anxiously. 

" You can't think, surely, that you will be responsible," 
replied Mrs. Kemp. " We are bound to help others to walk 
in the right way, and God knows how much we may have to 
answer for in not doing it ; but I don't see that we are bound 
to break our backs by carrying them, for fear they should 
wander into the wrong; and I suppose, Ursie, that if we do, 
the chances are that we shall all fall to the ground together." 
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<^ I was afraid," I said, " that I miglit be deciding hardly, 
and I wanted another opinion. I believe I wish her to be 
independent, and so I am the more afraid of my o^ 
reasons." 

" As the Farmer says : two and two make four, whether 
we wish it or not," replied Mrs. Kemp, " and we need not be 
afraid to own it. In Leah's day, Ursie, things would have 
been different, no doubt She was a marri^ woman, and 
had a home of her own, and Jessie was all but brought up by 
her, and it would have been her duty, no doubt, to find a 
place for her cousin by her own fireside, especially as she had 
no children. But you are not Leah, my dear, and you have 
no house of your own yet, though I hope some day you will 
have— and moreover, you are but a young girl, having enough 
to do to look after yourself. Don't you see, that to take upon 
yourself to be answerable for Jessie, is putting upon your 
conscience what God never intended should be there? I 
should say, try and find out something which may be good 
for her to do, and in the meantime keep her at Sandcombe, 
and teach her all the sensible things you can. I can't but 
think, you will do more for her by far in that way, than by 
tying her on to your apron strings, and fancying she is going 
right, because she has not the opportunity of domg anything 
else." 

" I tried to open the subject this morning," I said, " but 
it was difficult." 

" I wish you could put something before her which she 
might like to undertake," said Mrs. Kemp. '^ The Farmer 
sometimes tells me, that the quickest way of pulling down old 
notions is, by building up new ones. It is the plan he has 
cone upon in bringing folks to his way of thii^n^, about 
improving the cott^s. He might have talked to mem for 
the hour, and he would not have persuaded them ; but when 
they saw what he was doing himself, they came round quite 
naturally. And so, Ursie, iny dear, it may be the same with 
Jessie, if you want her to put aside the notions she has been 
accustomed to of late, and take to others." 

A sudden thought struck me. " I did hear of some- 
thing," I said, " as I was coming here, but it would not do ; 
no, it could not." 
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" Think again, my dear. My mother used to declare 
that there was a * lion in her path,' whenever a new notion 
was proposed to her. Perhaps there is one in yours." 

" Mrs. Temple is the lion," I said, laughing. " If it 
were not for her the plan might do. She wants some one to 
look afber Mrs. Weir, and read to her, and nurse her. Jessie 
might suit well enough for that, for she has very gentle 
ways, and I think Mrs. Weir would be fond of her ; but then 
I Imow that a good deal would be put upon her. I dare say, 
in &ct, she womd be made to do a great deal of work besides ; 
I should scarcely like to propose it." 

" No ; and yet it would be close at hand, and you could 
have your eye upon her. It would be worth inquiring about; 
there might be worse plans." 

That was very true, but I did not take at all kindly to 
the suggestion. Mrs. Kemp ur^ed me a little more. She 
thought I still had a lurking wish to keep Jessie at Sand- 
combe ; but she was quite mistaken there. I was only glad 
to have another opinion to support that which I had formed 
myself. We had been talking longer than I had intended, and 
I was afraid I should have but little time left for Mary ; so I 
proposed to go to her, and Mrs. Kemp agreed, adding, '' It 
seems to me, Ursie, that you may just as well make use of 
this notion about Stonecliff to sound Jessie, and see what she 
thinks of doing, even if it should come to nothing." 

The idea was a good one, and yet I was so perverse 
that it made me feel almost cross. The fact was, I believe, 
that I did not like the thought of Jessie's filling the place 
which had once been partly marked out for myseli I would 
not have gone to Stonecliff on any account, even for the 
prospects of waiting upon Mrs. Weir j but it did not please me 
that Jessie should go. I could better have borne to see a 
stranger there. Persons are very fortunate whose tempers 
are not perverse— mine always was so. As in looking 
through a telescope, I generally had to make two or three 
twists with my mind before I could see things rightly. 
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CHAPTER XLVII. 

Events followed each other quickly about that time. It 
was not more than ten days after the drive to Longside, that 
William was off to London to consult an oculist. Farmer 
Kemp and Roger were frightened about him, and they 
frightened me to ; and between us we persuaded him, though 
not without much difficulty, to go. What chiefly alarmed 
us, was the fact, that my father's sight had been very bad be- 
fore his death ; and it was said that if he had lived he would 
almost certainly have been blind. Something of the same 
tendency, we feared, might be inherited by William. A 
cold would scarcely have produced such consequences, if 
there was not some predisposition beforehand; and William 
was so extremely careless about himself, that we had no hope 
of his adopting even ordinary remedies, unless he was put 
xmder strict discipline. He was extremely unhappy, and be- 
yond measure fidgety, when he was ill ; but for all that, he 
would never do what he was told in order to get better. 

As it happened, he could not have ^one at a better time, 
since Roger was at hand to attend to things in his absence ; 
and we were satisfied as to his comfort when away, for he 
was to be at a house belonging to Mrs. Mason, formerly of 
Dene. She had within the last year given up being house- 
keeper, and taken to let lodgings. I knew she wo^d look 
after him ; but I made him promise that if any operation 
was to be performed, or if he should be at all ill, I was to be 
sent for immediately. Oh 1 that promise ! though I ureed 
it earnestly, it fell upon my heart like lead, for I knew that 
Otod was binding me to William by ties of duty and kindr 
ness which it would be sin to break. < 

The effect of William's departure was to bring me to a 

C'tive decision in my own mind as to Jessie. K I should 
ailed to London she could not stay at Sandcombe. This 
seemed the simplest and easiest way of putting the case be- 
fore her ; and I was most thankful for it ; for up to this time 
we had been so occupied with William, and so anxious about 
him, and indeed Jessie had made herself so useful in reading 
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to him and writing for liim, that I do not know what I shonld 
have done without her. I had heard agsdn of Mrs. Temple's 
plan of a kind of companion for Mrs. Weir, from Mrs. Richard- 
son, who kindly came over to see ns when she knew of Wil- 
liam's trouble, and I found, as I had expected, that the new 
person was to take the place of Cotton, and only to have a 
girl besides to help her. I could not help fearing that Cot- 
ton might have got into disgrace by admitting me to Stone- 
cliff, or perhaps by some incautious complaints ; but it was 
useless to vex myself about it, for I was quite tied to Sand- 
combe, and could not possibly have found time to walk over 
and inquire about it. I felt for poor Mrs. Weir very much, 
as I knew that Cotton would prove a loss that it would be 
almost impossible to replace. 

The day that Mrs. Eichardson called, which was two days 
before William went, I mentioned Jessie to her, and asked if 
she thought it likely she would do for the situation. Her 
youth seemed the great objection, but it was not a very 
serious one, as there were elderly servants in the house, and 
Mrs. Richardson seemed glad of the idea ; but I begjged her 
not to say anything about it, for I felt in my own mind that 
I had a hard task before me in bringing Jessie even to think 
of it. 

My hope was that I should have Roger to support me. 
His common sense, I thought, would make him see the neces- 
sity of the case directly, and I introduced the subject the 
very day William left us. It was after dinner, and Jessie 
was gone out of the rooni, and I knew she was likely to be 
busy for half an hour or more, so I began : '^ Jessie looks 
much better ; don't you think so ? " 

" Yes ; quite a different person. It is your company 
which has done her good, Tr(ft," 

• " Time and occupation, rather," I said. " She has not 
much of my company ; and if I am called to London she will 
have less of it ; we must make haste and find something to 
suit her before that" 

I saw that the notion had struck Roger for the first time. 

" I thouffht she was going to live here," he said quickly. 

" No ; who dreamed of such a thing ? " I exclaimed. 
« Not William, I am sure." 
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" He never said anything to the contrary." 

'' Because it is not his way to take l)U8iness upon himself 
which does not belong to him. He knew that I dionld be on 
the look-ont for something for Jessie." 

" And have you found any thing ? " inquired Boger. 

" I have heard of something," I said. " Mrs. Weir wants 
a person to read to her, and look after her, half a companion 
and half a lady's-maid. What do you say ? Will it do ? " 

'* I am no judge," he replied, and he took up his hat, 
which was on the table, and left the room. 

That evening, before we separated, and as Jessie was 
busying herself in putting away some of the supper-things, 
Eoger said : " Jessie, has Ursie been talking to you at all 
about her plans for you ? " 

I can't say how surprised I felt at his beginning in this 
sudden way. I answered for her quickly. " There is no 
hurry ; we need not talk about it to-night." 

cf essie looked from one to the other. 

" It will be no such great evil, I trust," continued Roger ; 
and he made a movement, as though he would have gone up 
to her, but he stopped : " If Ursie is obliged to go to Lon- 
don — " 

" I can go to Mrs. Price," exclaimed Jessie, whilst her 
eyes sparkled with pleasure. " She said she would be de- 
lighted to have me." 

I glanced at Boger, — ^he looked pained, not angry, — and 
did not answer. 

" I am afraid that won't do, dear Jessie," I said, as 
kindly as I possibly could, whilst feeling more cross with her 
than I should like to aolmowledge. " What you will want 
will be soma place where you can make a little something for 




provide for myself," she said, proudly. 

" Every one is better for being independent, dear Jessie,'' 
I said, ^' and you know you have c^en accustomed to work all 
your life." 

"Amongst my friends," she replied. "It is a very 
different thing going amongst strangers." She looked toward 
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Boger, as though craving his support. He was leaning over 
a chair, moying it backwards and forwards, but his counte* 
nance was imperturbable. 

There was a momentary pause, and Jessie sat down and 
the tears came fast ; I saw him start then, but he controlled 
himself, and left it to me to soothe her. I put before her 
everything which I thought could calm or elevate her mind. 
I told her that I could understand all her feelings ; that I 
did not know how soon I might not be obliged to do the same 
myself, and I urged her to be brave, and face the trial with a 
trusting heart, knowing that God who had sent it, would 
enable her to bear it. But the only answer I obtained was, 
" It is not the same, Ursie. You have a home and relations ; 
I am an orphan, and have no home." 

I had nothing to reply, and my heart reproached me for 
cruelty. Roger came to my assistance. " Jessie," he said, 
" it is quite true that you are an orphan, and have no home, 
but Q-od has given you true friends, who won't forsake you. 
Whilst William, and Ursie, and I Uve, wherever we may 
be, you may always count upon us, and you won't vex us now, 
•I am sure, by putting yourself against what comes in the 
way of God's ordering." 

Still the tears fell, and at last Eoger pushed aside the 
chair, and going up to her, took one of her hands in both his, 
and said, " You can't think we don't care for you, Jessie." 

The tone of his voice must have touched her, for she gave 
him one of her sweetest smiles * he still kept hold of her hand, 
till something seemed to strike him, and he let it drop sud- 
denly, and turning to me, said, " Tell her what you have 
heard of." 

" Not now," I replied, " not till she wants to know ; we 
need not press it upon her." 

But Jessie looked up at me, and said : " Yes, now, I may 
as well know the worst." 

" It might not be so disagreeable," I said, " if you were 
to be companion to Mrs. Weir, and read to her, and look after 
her while Miss Milicent is away. You would be sure to love 
her." Even in the midst of my worry I could have smiled at 
the change in Jessie's face. It brightened in a way that was 
quite marvellous, as with all the eagerness of a child, she 
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exclaimed : " Read to Mrs. Weir 1 well ! I ehonld like that. 
I thought I was to scrub floors ! Is it settled ? " 

" Only talked about," I replied. " We wanted your con- 
sent first : but you will find some disagreeables, Jessie ; you 
must think well about it." 

" Thought won't make much difference, where there is 
such a brave spirit," said Eoger. '' Jessie is fit to face the 
world, I see." 

" She is fit for bed now," I observed ; " you look quite 
tired, dear Jessie. Just take your candle and go, and we 
will say all there is to say to-morrow, only think by your- 
self whether you could bear the kind of life." Roger 
lighted her candle, yet she lingered, asking me questions, 
some of which I answered, but she teased me with others, 
though very good humouredly. It must have been nearly 
ten minutes before I could persuade her that I was in ear- 
nest, and did not mean to stay and talk any more to her. It 
would liave been useless to do so, she was in such a childish 
mood, the question of chief importance being whether Mrs. 
Weir liked story books. 

" There are not many girls of her age who would bear a 
reverse of fortune like that," said Roger, when Jessie lefb 
the room. It would have seemed unkind in me to differ, so 
I said nothing. 

Roger took up the plan for Jessie's going to Mrs. Weir 
with his usual quiet energy and good sense. He made me 
talk it over again with Mrs. Kemp, and suggested what I 
doubt if I should have thought of myself, that she should 
be the person to arrange the business with Mrs. Temple, so 
that no jealousy might be excited, and that Mrs. Kemp 
might, in a manner, be considered as Jessie's adviser and 
friend. He did an excellent deed in this. Both Mrs. Kemp 
and the Farmer had gained for themselves a character in the 
neighbourhood, which even Mrs. Temple was obliged to ac- 
knowledge, and better terms were made for Jessie through 
their means than could ever have been obtained by me. So 
kind it was of Mrs. Kemp to take up the matter as she did ! 
but she was one of those who never let a prejudice stand in 
the way of a duty. 

Jessie's money was still left unsettled. I asked Roger 
Vol. n— 2* 
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about it, but he oould give me no definite answer, and merely 
said that before he left England he should certamly see that 
something satisfactory was arranged about it I could not 
help thiimnff that his efforts towards placing Jessie at 
Stonecliff had somethiog to do with his sense of justice, and 
Hiat he felt himself all fhe more obliged to be her friend 
because William was inclined to deal hardly with her. Of 
William himself we had very indifferent accounts. The 
doctor was extremely doubtful whether anything could be 
done for his eyes. He was trying different lotions, but they 
had no effect, — ^rather indeed upon the whole his sight grew 
worse, and he was becoming impatient and fretfuL Still he 
remained in London, but nothing was said about my going 
up to him. Tidings of Miss Muicent were equally unsatis- 
factory. Her letters, as far as I could gather from John 
Hervey, and I saw no one else who knew anything about 
them, were only mist and vapour, except as regarded the 
need of money. John knew that, because ever since the 
crash of Mr. Weir's affairs, he had himself been employed to 
collect Mrs. Weir's rents, and do little matters of business 
for her, which if they had been put into the hands of a law- 
yer would have run away with a good deal of money. As 
far, he told me, as he coidd gather from the few words which 
dropped occasionally from Mrs. Temple when they met^ on 
business, Mr. Weir was speculating again, and Miss Milicent 
was entering into his concerns and encouraging him. They 
had removed to better lodgings, and upon the whole. Miss 
Milicent seemed to be rather enjoying herself than not, and 
there was no talk of her returning home. 

Every one, I suppose, has had experience of that kind 
of transition, that expectant state in which we were at this 
time living at Sandcombe ; feeling that changes must come 
before long, and finding ourselves, indeed, advancing surely 
towards them, yet so slowly that the progress from day U) 
day was scarcely perceptible. Jessie's going to Stonecliff, 
indeed, broke in upon the routine of our lives ; but even 
that came in a way which did not much disturb me. I had 
really nothing to do with it, for I had not ventured to go 
over to speak to Mrs. Weir about her, lest I might do mis- 
chief. She walked over to Stonecliff one afternoon, and 
Boger and I with her. There were no solemn leave-takings 
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or fears, or warnings. Jessie took her new life as she might 
have done the idea of a visit to Dene ; and there was some- 
thing which roused all our kindlier feelings of interest in the 
simple way in which she trusted that every one would be 
kind to her, and that she would be very happy, and free, and 
allowed to come over and see us from Stonecliff just as she 
used to do from Hatton. I could not damp her by assuring 
her that it would not be so. If she made friends with Mrs. 
Temple it miffht be so. All I could say was, that the only 
way to find pkasure in any life, is to set one's heart upon its 
duties, and so I begged her to turn her whole mind to the 
wish of making Mrs. Weir comfortable. 

I was sorry to part from her, and yet more happy than I 
can say, to be at last quite alone with Eoger. When we 
said good-bye to Jessie on the top of the hUl above Stone- 
cliff, and I put my arm within his, and we walked together 
over the down, as in the old times, and I knew that we were 
probably to have that evening and many others to ourselves, 
without interruption, I felt a peace at my heart which seemed 
very near to what we hope to enjoy in Heaven. 
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I MAT pass over many weeks. It was summer, and Boger 
was with us still, detained partly by lawyer's business, partly 
on account of William's infirmity, which was become very 
serious. Sandcombe was cheerful with haymaking, and the 
prospect of a good harvest, and I was busy working hard, but 
willingly, myself, and leading others to do the same. 

Since Jessie went away, Esther Smithson had been regu- 
larly hired, and another school ^irl was in training, so l£at 
there was no over work. WiUiam would not yet give up 
looking after everything or pretending to do so ; and he stood 
in the way of many of my little plans of improvement; yet 
I managed to carry out several, and I was hopeful about 
more. Now that Roger was at home, the men were regular 
at church ; and any cases of bad conduct in the week were 
immediately noticed. The boys also were kept more apart 
from the men, and encouraged by a kind word ts.^^^^^'^iisc. 



36 U B S U L A . 

to attend to good habits. We could not yet rival Longside 
in the respectability of our labourers, but we were advancing 
towards it. Roger still worked at William about the old 
question of the improvement of the cottages, and advanced 
so far as to obtain a promise that when his eyes were better 
he would see about them. A very vague promise to me, and 
I suspect to Koger also. All that I could do in the mean 
time, was to see some of the cottagers' wives myself, and try 
to put them in the way of managing better with the little 
space they had. They were inclined to think me very inter- 
fering at first, but Sandcombe was a place to which they 
looked for help when they were ill, or out of work, and so 
they did not like quite to neglect my instructions. Upon the 
whole, my life at that time was very bright, more so indeed 
inwardly than outwardly, for there was a hope dawning upon 
it which I could not willingly allow myself to perceive, be- 
cause it came through another's trial. 

With regard to Jessie, the accounts were as pleasant as 
we had any reason to expect. Mrs. Weir liked her, and Mrs. 
Temple put up with her. This was the best I had antici- 
pated, but I don't think it satisfied Roger. What he may 
have pictured to himself for her, I don't know, but he thought 
the place a hard one ; and I could not persuade him that any 
place would be hard to a poor child like Jessie, sent into the 
world for the first time to provide for herself. He worried 
himself about it so much at times, that I was quite glad he 
had not more opportunities of seeing her. The time when 
we generally had her with us was on a Sunday afternoon, 
about once in three weeks. Mrs. Weir was very particular 
as to her going to church, and now and then she was allowed 
to walk home with us and drink tea ; in fact, it was part of 
the agreement made for her by Mrs. Kemp. These were the 
occasions when we had an outbreak of complaints. 

** It won't do, Ursie," said Roger, coming to me one Sun- 
day, just as I was getting tea ready, and when Jessie was 
gone up-stairs. " It's worse than the slaves." 

" What has Jessie been telling you now ? " I asked ; for 
they had been walking home part of the way together, whilst 
I stayed behind to say a few words to Mary Kemp. " I don't 
wonder at her not being able to bear it," he continued. 
** English people were never made to put up with spies." 
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I laughed a little — " Oh ! " I said, " I know what you are 
talking about; — Mrs. Temple's way of finding out every- 
thing which goes on in the house. It is very odious, I con- 
fess ; but Jessie is not likely to have much to betray ; and so 
Mrs. Temple will, one must hope, be tired of it before long." 

Just then Jessie came in. Koger placed a chair for her 
next me. " I have been telling, Ursie," he said, " what you 
were telling me just now. It is too bad." 

Jessie's colour rose. " Oh, it is nothing," she said, " no- 
thing to signify. Ursie won't think it of consequence." 

"Indeed I shall, Jessie," I said, "if there is anything 
unfair in it, or unlike what a lady should do." 

" One can't have one's things to oneself," said Jessie ; 
" but I suppose a girl like me has no right to expect it." 
The tears were in her eyes in an instant. 

" Mrs. Temple likes to know everything that goes on, I 
am aware," I said. 

" But she need not let her servants pry into letters, and 
ask impertinent questions," said Roger. 

" What is the grievance, Jessie ? " I said ; " I don't quite 
understand." Jessie, I saw, was unwilling to answer ; she 
moved to let William pass, — ^for he was just come in to tea, 
— ^and made a little fuss with him, wishmg, I could not help 
thinking, to change the subject. 

I did not like to press her any further, and some trifling 
remarks were made which led at last to an observation about 
Dene. Lieutenant Macdonald's name was accidentally men- 
tioned, Jessie's cheeks were crimson instantly. Whether 
there was any thing in it more than her trick of blushing and 
being conscious, I could not tell ; but I disliked seeing it. 
By this time she ought at least to have been able to hear Mr. 
Macdonald's name with indifference. I suppose I must have 
been led into a train of thought upon the subject, or in some 
way shown by my manner that I was not quite comfortable, 
for Eoger called me aside after tea, and said : " Ursie, you 
shouldn't be hard upon little Jessie ; she wants some one to 
sympathise with her." 

I quite started. " Sympathise ! " I exclaimed. " I do 
sympathise to the utmost. No one can know better than I 
do how hateful it is to live in the same house with Mrs. Tem- 
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pie. But Jessie didn't tell me what the partioolars of the 
present trouble were." 

" You didn't ask," he said ; " and she is so quick in her 
feelings, she will never come out to you if you don't en- 
courage her." 

" Keally, Roger," I said, " I can scarcely think Jessie 
requires encouragement to come out, as you call it, to me, 
when we have been together, like relations, from childhood.'* 

" Relations are just the very persons to whom it is often 
most difficult to talk," he said, " and, besides, Jessie looks up 
to you, and thinks, naturally enough, that you will expect 
of her the same kmd of endurance which you can practise 
yourself." 

" I can't say much for my endurance," I said, laughing. 
" I know I used to go into my room, at the Heath, and bolt 
the door, and walk up and down, storming against Mrs. Tem- 
ple. There wasn't much endurance in that, I am afraid; 
but it won't exactly do, Roger, to say this to Jessie. You 
know she has been a little spoilt, and always makes the most 
of her troubles. I don't mean, of course, that I won't try 
and give her all the sympathy that is reasonable." 

" The question is what is reasonable ? " said Roger. 

" Well 1 tell me what the case is, and then perhaps I can 
judge." . ^ 

'' I shall leave Jessie to explain for herself," he replied. 
*' Stories always lose their point coming secondhand." 

He was a Uttle odd in his manner ; and I am sure he knew 
it, for afi)er he had lefb the room, he came back again and 
kissed me, and said : " one can't expect all the world to be 
as wise as you, my little Trot" 

I went to Jessie directly, for I felt that perhaps I had 
been a little wanting in tenderness. She was in my room, 
crying, and that alone would have made me feel gently 
towards her, if I had been inclined to be otherwise, which I 
certainly was not. All I longed to know was that she was 
not in any way encouraging thoughts of Lieutenant Mac- 
donald. I coidd not be gentle on that point, it would have 
been wrong. 

In reply to my questions, however, I could gain only very 
unsatisfactory answers. The principal grievance resolved 
itself into the fact thatiBhe had one day found the housemaid 



URSULA. 39 

spying into her drawers, and that Mrs. Temple had been 
told Miat she received a great many letters, which Jessie de- 
clared to be false. Since then, she said, she had never 
received a letter without the post-mark being examined, and 
hints given as to where it came from. 

" Very disagreeable, Jessie," I said ; "but you can't have 
correspondents enough to make it signify, and if you don't 
show that you care, the servants will soon leave off troubling 
you. Nothing stops people's teasing so soon as being indiffer- 
ent to it." 

I don't think Jessie was satisfied. Either she felt her- 
self more of a martyr than she could brmg me to acknow- 
ledge, or there was some deeper cause of annoyance than I 
knew of. 

She seemed once as though she was upon the point of 
telling me something more, but hearing Boger call out to her 
to put on her things quickly, or she would be late, she turned 
away, saying, ^' There is no time now, I will talk of it 
another day." 

I urged the present moment, but the wish, whatever it 
was, had left her. She went on talking upon other subjects 
all the time she was preparing to go, and I gained more in- 
sight into' her present life in those few minutes than in the 
whole two hours before. 

She was very fond of Mrs. Weir ; who, indeed, would 
not have been ? and I hoped that the good lady's earnestness 
was having some effect upon her. Jessie said she read the 
Bible to her every day, and some other books which Mrs. 
Temple provided. Mrs. Weir had asked once for a story- 
book which she had heard of, but it had never been forth- 
coming, and the history books which Mrs. Temple recom- 
mended made Mrs. Weir's head ache, so there was riot much 
variety in the reading ; but Jessie had her time fully em- 
ployed in other ways. She did all the needle-work which 
Mrs. Weir required, and some for Mrs. Temple besides. 
That, she said, was the most disagreeable part of her busi- 
ness. Mrs. Temple was so very particular, and did not care 
how many times she had a dress altered. Jessie had heard 
some talk of Mrs. Temple's maid leaving, and she was afraid, 
she said, that it might beproposed to h ereto take the place, 
b&ides waiting on Mrs. Weir. ^ 
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" Impossible I " I observed. " We couldn't hear of suoh 
a thin^, Jessie ; you mustn't think of it." 

" I don't, you may depend upon that," she replied. " I 
said to the cook, when she told me it had been suggested, that 
I should leave at once if it was at all insisted upon. Why, 
Ursie, a girl might well have two days in one to get through 
all her work if she has to wait upon Mrs. Temple. She sits 
before the glass, when she is dressing, fidgeting with her hair, 
and her maid standing behind her, just as though there was 
nothing else in the world to be thought of but that she should 
look her best, and the morning is gone before one has time to 
look round. I will do any thing in the world for Mrs. Weir ; 
but I would rather fifty times over scrub the floor than at- 
tend upon Mrs. Temple." 

" You must keep your own ground, Jessie," I said. " It 
is the only way with Mrs. Temple. But take care to be 
respectful to her." 

^^ I am that, I think," said Jessie, ^' and the servants tell 
me I am a favourite ; but it is not home, Ursie." 

That was the root of the matter ! and I don't think there 
was any want of afliection in my manner then, as I tried to 
console her, telling her that Sandcombe was a home whilst I 
was in it, and that God would never leave her without one 
if I were removed from it. The way in which she listened 
to me made me feel what Mrs. Weir was doing for her, lead- 
ing her to the right comfort, and showing. her by example 
that religion is a dress to be worn every day, and not kept 
for Sunday. It was the one thing Jessie needed to give her 
strength, — and how charming she would be if she had it 1 only 
I wished I could be quite sure that nothing was kept back 
from me. Roger, like me, noticed Mrs. Weir's influence. 
He and I went with Jessie half across the down, and we 
talked about serious things, chiefly about a sermon upon 
trust which Mr. Eichardson had preached that afteriUKUi. 
His remark to me afterwards was, " A written sermon may 
be good, Ursie, and a spoken one better ; but an acted one is 
the best of all. Jessie has gained a whole year in thought 
and principle since she has been with Mrs. Weir." 

I was not sure myself whether it was so much as a year, 
but time would show. 
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CHAPTER XLIX. 

The Saturday after that I went into Hove for some 
shopping and marketing, and Marj Kemp with me. I 
stopped at Longside on my way back, and had a cup of tea, 
and sent the parcels home in the chaise, intending to walk 
myself. We expected the Farmer and John Hervey to come 
in about the same time, and I hoped that Eoger might make 
his appearance too, as he also had been into Hove ; but find- 
ing they were late, I did not like to wait, and set out to 
walk home alone, leaving word for Roger that I meant to go 
through Dene. The Prices were, I knew, away, so I thought 
I might take their road, which shortened the way. I never 
ventured on such a liberty when they were at home, though 
there was in fact a right of way through the grounds for 
every one. The place was kept in good order, and as I had 
not seen the garden for some time, I asked the gardener if I 
might go in at one of the little gates of the shrubbery and 
walk round. The plantation, which I remembered as a col- 
lection of stunted shrubs, intersected with sandy walks, was 
now grown into a little copse of thick trees, pleasantly shading 
the house. Passing through it, I crossed the turf and went 
down to the lower pond that I might have a full view of the 
garden. The foliage of the trees was beautifully fresh and 
green ; the flower-beds on the sloping lawn were filled with 
roses ; the turf was as smooth as on the day I first looked upon 
it, smooth as no other turf ever was in my eyes. There 
stood the low stone house with its bow windows, and trellised 
verandah sheltered on one side by the fiteep woody bank, in 
which was cajt the rough flight of steps leading to my fevour- 
ite seat; whilst behind rose the darker mass of trees planted 
in the hollow of the down, and the stone column above them 
raising its head, as it were, to meet the white clouds which 
floated majestically across the summer sky. It was very 
lovely and intensely quiet. The fountains were not playing, 
so that there was not even the plash of water to break the 
stillness ; and when the old clock over the stables struck six, 
it gave no impression of a disturbing sound, but only of a 
solemn voice bidding me mark and ponder upon the silence. 
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I took off my bonnet for coolness and sat down upon a 
bench to rest, for I was very tired. My thoughts carried me 
back to the days gone by when Dene was my home. They 
were thoughts that seemed to have no direct purpose. They 
might rather be called attempts at recollection, which were 
almost like a dream, there was so little connection in them. 
But they were very pleasant, even though some sadness min- 
gled with them. I indulged them, not thinking how time 
was going on ; so little conscious indeed of what was passing 
at the moment, that before I was aware of a footstep I felt 
two hands on my shoulders and a kiss on my forehead, and 
starting up saw Eoger behind me. 

" How could you frighten me so ! " I exclaimed. " I did 
not know you were near." 

" I thought it was the kindest way," he said. " It ought 
not to frighten you ; I always came upon you so when you 
were a child." 

" Only I am not a child now," I replied, laughing, " and 
so I am not accustomed to be ' come upon.' Is it late ? must 
we go ? " and I stood up. 

" Not yet," he said, " there is no hurry," and he threw 
himself on the grass at my feet. " It looks very pleasant, 
Trot." 

'^ Very," I said, and I sighed, and sat down again. 

" Very," he repeated — "out I would not go back to be 
as we were." 

I was silent. 

'^ I would not go back to be as we were," he repeated. 
" I would rather tiie the hope of what we may be." 

" Oh ! Koger," I exclaimed, " never. If a home in Canada 
were paradise, it could never be to us like Pene ! and you 
know — " 

<< What do I know ? " he said, and a half smile curled 
his lips. 

I looked him full in the face, and then I brought out the 
words : — " You know I can never be with you." 

" Are you so sure of that, my little Trot ? " he said. 

He did not change countenance in the least, except that 
the curling smile seemed to spread so that he coidd with 
difficulty repress it. 
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" Sure, because of William's condition," I replied. " I 
did think at one time that perhaps he would many again, 
and so I should be set free, but I see no prospect of it 
now." 

" Neither do I," was Koger's reply. 

" Then I must stay," I said. " I could not leave him." 

" No, surely." 

" And I can never live with you," I exclaimed. " Oh I 
Roger, can you bear it so quietly r " 

He was silent. 

" Can you bear it so quietly ? " I repeated, and I felt the 
choking grief rise in my throat. 

'^ Suppose I stay too," he said. He turned round and 
looked at me earnestly. 

I could not speak ; I was afraid to misunderstand him. 

He went on hurriedly : — " We might do very well to- 
gether, and it might be better in many ways, and we need 
not leave Sandcombe. We might be very happy ; you and 
I, Trot, and " — he hesitated. 

I started back, as I was about to fling my arms round 
his neck, for I heard the words — " Jessie Lee, if she will 
have me." 

I have tried to exercise self-control on many occasions. 
I never struggled so hard as at that moment. 

In a calm, forced, yet gentle tone, at least I think it was 
gentle, I said : — '' Boger, dear, when did that thought come 
into your mind ? " 

He leaned his head upon his hands, as he answered — 
" From her childhood, I believe, — but I don't know, don't 
ask me, Ursie. It might have been better that I had never 
seen her." 

The impulse I felt to speak out my thoughts was checked. 
It was no dawning love, that I could battle with it. It was 
a deep-seated affection, and I must accept it. My heart 
was crushed with a pressure which few could understand, 
but I said, as I passed my hand fondly over his head : — "If 
she will make you happy, no one will wish that you had 
never seen her." 

" You don't like it," he exclaimed, and he rose up. 

" I can't say; talk of yourself," I replied. '^ Had we 
not better go home ? " 
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'^ There is no hmrj. Surely you can spare me fiye 
minutes, Ursie." 

Instead of anwering him I walked on. He followed me. 
We said nothing for several minutes, at length Eoger spoke 
again. 

" I don't know why I have mentioned it to you, except 
that I can't keep anything from you. It may all come to 
nothing. I have no reason to think she cares for me : per- 
haps," and he paused, ^^ perhaps the reverse. I thought I 
would ask you first, for you would know." 

" Do you mean whether she loves any one else ? " I said. 

" Yes, she might, and I am so much older, — ^like hep 
father, — she may be afraid of me." 

" Dear Koger," I said, " those are questions which no 
one ought to answer but Jessie herselfl If I were to give 
you my opinion twenty times over, you would not take it. 
No, is never no, unless it is said by the right person." 

" And you won't give me hope," he said. 

" I will give you neither hope nor fear. If, upon due con- 
sideration," and I know that I stressed the words, " you think 
that Jessie Lee is the woman above all others, likely to make 
you a good, useful, sensible wife, then go and ask her yourself; 
you are your own master, and she is her own mistress." 

I felt quite sure that I had pained him, and my heart 
reproached me for my tone. 

" Yon can't understand, Ursie," he said, after a pause ; 
and a dagger's thrust could not have given me the anguish 
of those few words. 

" I can ; yes, — I can, indeed," I exclaimed, — and I 
spoke truth ; for a dawn of light had broken upon me. " It 
is you, Roger, — ^but don't let us talk about that; — ^you 
know how I love you,— only be happy." 

* He repeated the word happy in a doubtful tone, adding, 
" One can't be happy in suspense — " 

We were then on the top of the down. Roger stopped 
irresolute. I saw what was in his thoughts. He looked 
towards Compton. " Are you going that way ? " I said. I 
turned in the other direction, but he delayed me. " Ursie. 
I can't bear this ; you must stay and listen to me. God 
knows how I have fought with myself, and He knows also 
how I have thought of you." 
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We sat down upon the heather, and I prayed that I 
might bear what was commg. He continued : '^ I told you 
that I had loved Jessie from a child ; but I never deceived 
you. I did not know it, — and you have been dearest always ; 
— ^you are dearest now, in your own way. The two affec- 
tions cannot interfere. You will not lose a brother, you 
will only gain a sister." 

" Please, Koger, dear," I said, " if you will only not think 
of me. It is all right,— quite right ; but I was not prepared. 
I wish only to see you happy." 

" That does not satisfy me," he replied. " I don't care 
for my own happiness. If I could feel that I was injuring 
you. Trot, I womd give up my hope at this moment, though 
with it I should give up aU that makes life dear ; and it Iias 
not been till to-day that I have felt I could think of my- 
self without injustice to you." 

^^ Oh 1 Eoger," I said, and the tears which I had so long 
been striving to retain, burst forth against my will ; ^^ injus- 
tice is such a cold, cold word." 

" But I must use it," he said. " It has been in my mind 
always, that if I did marry, it should not be selfishly. You 
were my first claim, Ursie, and if I could not have formed 
a new home without turning you out of the old one, I would 
have lived and died unmarried." 

^^ That would have been little kindness to me," I said, — 
^' to make me feel that I stood in the way of your happi- 
ness." 

" But you should not have felt it," he replied. " I could 
have crushed my love, and I would have done so, through 
God's help, and you should never have known it." 

^' You think little of a woman's penetration," I said. 

"But I have done it," he replied. "If I had been 
obliged to return to Canada, neither you nor Jessie would 
ever have known what was in my heart." 

" Not Jessie ! " I exclaimed. 

" No, not Jessie ; the climate would have killed her. I 
knew it, for I asked the question of the doctor at Compton. 
And, Ursie, it would have cost her no pang. She would 
have married another, without any thought of me. She may 
do so now." 
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The tone in which he spoke was inexpressibly sad and 
anxious. I could but answer, though my voice seemed to 
fail me, " Koger, she must love you, you will be happy." 

A brilliant smile passed over his face. ^^ My preoioiu 
little Trot, always my comforter. But I want to spemk 
more of you now, to tell you how things have come aboat. 
William and I talked over business matters this mornings 
He knows his own state now, he is not fit to manage the 
farm, and he wishes me to take it from him. That might be 
better than Canada, Ursie. He will have his home with 110 
still ; we shall be together, as we were for those few happy 
weeks, when Jessie was staying with us. And William sees 
things rightly as regards you, Ursie. He knows that he 
must make a provision for you, and he is willing to do 80| 
now that he has no other claim. You will be no loser." 

I tried to stop him, but he continued : ^^ I must say it^ 
because it has been a chief thought with me. To leave yon 
to the chance of struggling on in the world, as best yon 
might, after all we have been to each other, would bring a 
curse upon me. I couldn't do it, even though it were to 
save Jessie from a life like it. I knew that I must see you 
out of the mire, before I thought of myself, and now God 
has opened the way to carry out my wish. Oh ! Ursie, can't 
you say to me that you think His blessing will be on it ? " 

I pressed his hand, — no words would come. 

" She is not what you expected for me, I know," he said, 
answering what he felt to be in my mind. " But, Ursie, I 
could not love a grave, staid woman of my own age." 

" No," I replied, " I am aware of that. I feel what you 
want, Roger ; but, — ^let me say it now, for I may never do so 
again, — are you sure that you know Jessie ? " 

" I have seen her," he exclaimed, " in times of trial ; I 
have watched her through Mrs. Morris's illness, and when 
she was with us ; and now, troubled as she is by her life at 
Stonecliffl Whatever she may have been as a child, Ursie, 
sorrow has, through God's grace, made her a noble woman." 

I could not tell him the depth of my fear that the change 
as yet was not to be relied upon for a continuance. I had 
even then learnt that it is no part of true wisdom to en- 
deavour to give our own impression, to the disparagement of 
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any individual, when the person with whom we are convers- 
ing, and from whom we di£fer, has the same facts as ourselves 
from which to judge. The unfavourable opinion has no 
effect except to excite a suspicion of prejudice, and the 
words hastily spoken leave behind them wounds which per- 
haps will never be healed. What I said of Jessie at that 
moment might influence the whole of our future lives. 

Eoger waited for me to reply ; but instead of doing so, I 
kissed him once more tenderly, and whispered : ^^ Otod guide 
you to what is best ; I can^t, Eoger," and turned away. 

And I was blind, senselessly blind ! I had not seen, what 
was self-evident to the eyes of others; I was surprised at the 
existence of feelings which I had myself been instrumental 
in no slight measure in bringing about ! 

I confess all ;— I can omy say for myself, in excuse, that 
others have done likewise. As in illness, so most frequently 
in love, the persons most deeply interested are the last to 
perceive the existence of danger. 

But had I really any right to consider it danger ? When 
I rushed up to my own room, and poured out, to Him who 
alone could comfort me, the bitter anguish of '^ the wounded 
spirit — which who can bear ? " was I justified in my wretch- 
edness ? Let those fear to judge who have never been simi- 
larly tried. 

Yet without doubt I was selfish and xmreasonable in my 
love for Boger. I had found in him all I needed to satisfy 
my imagination, and my reverence ; and my affection had 
indeed so engrossed me that I scarcely thought about other 
men except to feel that they were his inferiors. I may not 
be believed when I say this, but it is true. But in this over* 
powering feeling I forgot tliat I did not stand in the same 
relation to him. I fified the place which in God's Provi- 
dence was intended to be second, and I thought it the first; 
because the first was vacant. The world saw it. Again and 
again I had been told that Boger would marry, but I clung 
to the image of my own love, rdSiected in his, and in my heart 
felt myself wiser than the world. This was the root of bit' 
terness. If Jessie had been an angel of goodness I must 
still have been wretched for the time, for the foundation on 
which I had unconsciously built up my fabric of earthly hap* 
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piness was undermined. But the circumstances of my trial 
were aggravated, as it appeared to me, a hundred-fold by 
Roger's choice : Jessie was unworthy of him. She might 
be gentle, sweet tempered, winning in manner, anxious to 
act rightly, but she was essentiidly inferior to him, and 
Boger was blind in not perceiving it. I acknowledged his con- 
sideration, his ^nerous thought for myself, his smgular un- 
selfishness. I longed to be grateful. I hoped I was so; but 
his weakness I co^d not forgive. 

As we go on in life, we open our eyes to the facts of 
human inconsistency, and, knowing that all are fallible, we 
cease to expect infallibility. But it is not so when we are 
young, and the first dawning upon the mind, of a failing in 
one whom we respect, is one of the most painful trials which 
at that age we can be called upon to bear. When I thought 
of Eoger as deceived, deluded, caught by a sweet smile, and 
the expression of a passing wish to do right, which might 
never be carried into action, I felt as though I had no longer 
any judgment upon which to rest. He had erred in this case, 
the most important upon which a man can be called upon to 
decide, and he might err in others likewise. Even if Jessie 
were to refuse him, it would not comfort me. He had loved 
her — ^that was enough. The dreariness and disappointment 
which took possession of me I can never describe. As I sat 
down on a low seat by my bedside, I felt deadened. Prayer, 
all powerful though it was, could not restore my dream of 
human perfection. I do not know how long I remained 
alone, it grew quite dark. I heard Martha moving about 
below, and William's voice called out for candles, and I 
thought I ought to go down-stairs to him ; but I made an 
excuse to myself because of my grief. I let him stay by 
himself, and fancied that I was excused from attending upon 
him. The moon rose slowly over the hill, and its cold light 
streamed in upon my room. I knew that Boger must soon 
return. I was sure he had been to Compton, and had seen 
Jessie ; and I went to the window, which looked out upon 
the lane, and watched for his coming. I thought I could tell 
even by the way he walked whether his mission had been 
prosperous. I had not long to wait A dark figure stood 
upon the brow of the hill, foil in the moonlight. Never be- 
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fore had I seen Koger draw near without a thrill of untold 
love and delight ; now, nervous and heartsick, I watched his 
footsteps, counting them as it were by the beatings of my 
heart, and scarcely able to restrain myself from rushing out 
to upbraid him with his folly, and pour out the full tide of 
my doubts and my complaints of Jessie, even before I had 
heard his story. 

God is more merciful to us than we know in withholding 
the opportunity of speech when we most desire to have it. 
Koger went into the parlour, and found William there alone. 
I heard him inquire for me, and he was coming up-stairs, but 
William detained him. They talked together for nearly a 
quarter of an hour, and in that time I had leisure to recover 
myself. Martha took in supper, and I was compelled to go 
down. William was suffering very much from his eyes, and 
was out of spirits. Roger exerted himself to amuse him, 
and we talked upon indifferent subjects ; and after supper I 
read a little to him out of the newspaper which Roger had 
brought from Hove. Then came prayers, family prayers, — 
never more blessed than on that night. When I heard 
Roger's solemn and most earnest voice, speaking from the 
depths of his heart, the bitterness and exaggeration of my 
feelings died away in self-reproach, and I felt that I, not he, 
had in God's sight been weak and worthy of condemnation. 
That was a good preparation for what was to follow ; but the 
trial was still great. Roger came up to my room — Chappy, so 
intensely happy, he neither saw nor imagined any want of 
sympathy on my part. Jessie had accepted him, with more 
love, more humility, trust, and simple religious feeling than 
even in his most sanguine moments he had anticipated. He 
could with difficulty bring himself to tell me how he man- 
aged to see her. The little details of his message, and the 
excuse he had made of having a parcel to give her, and the 
circumstance of Mrs. Temple's having gone out to dinner,— 
all important to me, — ^were scarcely remembered. He could 
only say, again and again, " Ursie, Qod is too good to me ; 
it frightens me. She is an angel." And I could only reply, 
" Dearest, may God grant you to be happy with her ! " 
Vol. IL— 3 
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CHAPTER L. 



I BOSS the next morning at my usual hour, after a dis- 
turbed night. There was but little shock in the waking, for 
thoughts of Eoger had been with me all night. I dressed 
myself mechanically, thinking of him still. I went about 
my work with this one idea present to me. Every thing I 
saw, heard, or did, had reference to it. A change had come 
over life, such as that which I have heard described as expe- 
rienced by the man who fell into a trance, and was aroused 
from it after a lapse of fifty years. I found myself grown 
old and independent, and I marvelled to see that others could 

guietly pursue their ordinary occupations. If I could have 
ad my will, I would have bade the world, at least my own 
little world, stop in its course, wind up its affairs, bid fare- 
well to the past, ai;d begin for the future a new life, with 
new hopes, and, in some degree, new principles. 

But life seldom knows such sudden breaks. We must all 
pass through the period of transition, more trying to the 
temper, if not the feelings, than the fulness of sorrow or of 
joy. Boger called me to him after breakfast, and asked 
what I was going to do with myself all day. 

" A good many things," I answered ; " it is washing day, 
and I shall be very busy." 

" You wouldn't have time, I suppose, for a walk. Jessie 
wants very much to see you." 

" Perhaps she had better come over here," I answered. 
" I can't see her with any comfort at Stonecliff." 

<< She said she was afraid it was impossible. Mrs. Weir b 
more ill than usual." 

" Is she ? You never told me that," I said, quickly. 

" I thought you knew it," was Boger's reply. 

" No," I said. " I seldom go near Stonecliff now. Is 
Jessie anxious about her ? " 

^' She did not seem so ; only she thought it wouldn't quite 
do to ask for a holiday. But that won't last long now, Ursie.'* 

I thought for a few seconds, feeling strange^ aggravated. 
Then I said : ^^ I will try and go over in the course of the 
afternoon; but I must go alone." 
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He looked sorely disappointed. " Yes," I said, " you 
must let me see Mrs. Weir and Mrs. Temple, and tell them 
the state of things ; and then if you want to see Jessie there 
will be no diflSculty. But it won't do, Eoger, to have people 
making remarks, as they are sure to do if you don't give 
your reasons for seeking Jessie's company." 

*' Well," he said, " I suppose you are right. Nothing 
stops people's mouths like being open about your affairs. And 
neither Jessie nor I have anything to hide in the matter." 

" And I suppose you will teU William this morning," I 
said. 

^^ I have told him ; I spoke to him before I said anything 
to you. Only I begged him not to mention the matter, be- 
cause I wanted to have it out with you myself." 

I am afraid something in my countenance betrayed the 
annoyance which I felt in my heart. William to be told be- 
fore me ! I could not have imagined it. 

" You are vexed with me, my little. Trot," said Roger 
kindly ; ^^ but I mustn't have you misunderstand. William 
is such a chief person in all our plans, that if he had greatly ob- 
jected the whole thing might have fallen to the ground. I 
was bound, therefore, to find out his mind upon the matter 
first" 

A very matter of fiiict answer ; but it did not soothe my 
ru£9ed feelings. I walked away, but he followed me. '^ Ursie, 
darling, the first day of the new happiness is not to be the 
last of the old, is it ? " 

I answered him by a burst of tears. He sat down by mo 
in the window-seat, and drew me fondly towards him ; but 
the touch of his hand was to me like the touch of cold lead, 
and I withdrew myself from him, saying : " I am very wick- 
ed, Roger, I know. You ought to hate me, and you will, for 
I hate myself." 

" You are jealous, Ursie," he replied, gravely. " I suppose 
I ought to have been prepared for it. ^ut I thought you 
loved Jessie so well, that you looked on her as a sister al- 
ready." 

" Look on her 1 " I exclaimed. " Yes, Roger ; but what is 
that ? You would know^if you were a woman ; but you can't 
— ^you are a man," 
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" Then, perhaps I had better not try to know," he said, 
in the same grave tone ; and he stood np to leave me. I could 
not bear that. I took hold of his hand and looked piteously 
in his face. My heart was so full, I felt as though it would 
burst. " Oh, Eoger ! love me," I said. And he stooped 
down and pressed his lips to my forehead, and I threw my 
arms round him and kissed him as in former days, with the 
yearning tenderness of my exceeding love ; and then the cold 
blank fell upon my heart again, and I knew that I had said 
fjeirewell to that first joy of my youth for ever. 

I had strong, passionate, exaggerated affections, but I had 
also a certain snare of right principle and common sense. And 
what was often almost equally important tome, I was keenly sen- 
sible of the slightest absence of sympathy, or want of percep- 
tion of the nature of my feelings in those with whom I lived. 
I might give way to an outburst of grief or joy under the 
pressure of excitement ; but the slightest change of voice, or 
shade of indifference in manner, restored me to my self-pos- 
session ; and I could then quietly take out my feelings, as it 
were, and looking at them oy the light in which they were 
seen by the world, keep them under stern control, and com- 
pel myself for the future to show only so much as my firiends 
could comprehend and appreciate. 

After that interview with Koger, I felt lowered in my own 
eyes. He could not understand, neither would others. To 
be so distressed at the idea of a brother's marriage with a 
person whom I had known, and in a certain way loved, all my 
life, must to the world be a simple absurdity. More especially 
when Eoger was about to remain in England instead of mak- 
ing for himself a home in Canada. Many, probably, will 
scarcely believe that I would rather have fen parted from 
him for years, with the full conviction that I was first in his 
affections, and that I could still look up to him without dis- 
trust of his judgment, than have lived with him for the re- 
mainder of my Me, under present circumstances, in the most 
perfect English home that could be offered me. But so it 
was. I said it to myself in so many words, and then I 
added : " That is my view of the case ; now I will see what 
is required of me by the opinion of the world." 

I must prepare myself first for congratulations ; and self- 
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respect and feeling for !^oger and Jessie demanded that I 
should receive them cheerfully, in the spirit in which they 
were offered. Let the bitterness be what it might, no one 
must know it. Another trial, and perhaps a worse one, would 
be the necessity of a thoroughly cordial, affectionate meeting 
with Jessie. That must be gone through immediately, the 
sooner the better. When I understood her view of her fixture 
position, I should be better able to determine in what way to 
regard my own ; and there must be no further exhibition of 
feeling with Eoger. Either it would deaden his affection, or 
make his home wretched. I had been weak, but he should 
be taught to look upon the feeling as a temporary jealousy ; 
he should never be reminded how deep was the wound he had 
unconsciously made. I looked at all these necessities calmly, 
and with somewhat of a feeling of strength. To be without 
aim or purpose in trouble, that it was which tried me. When 
I had once made up my mind what I was to do, and what I 
should be called upon to struggle against, I could be com- 
paratively satisfied ; and I prayed now that God would help 
me to keep my resolution, for I knew that my stumbling- 
block was self-confidence. 

About eleven o'clock William was accustomed to come in 
firom the field, and take a glass of ale and a bit of bread. He 
liked rather to linger about then and talk, for he was begin- 
ning, poor fellow 1 to feel the days long. I knew that would 
be tJie time when I must hear what he might have to say 
about Roger and Jessie, — ^how naturally the two names 
seemed already to run together ! — and I took my needlework 
into the parlour about ten minutes before the time, and sat 
down waiting for him. He came in, drank off his glass of 
beer, and began upon the subject at once. '^ Well, Ursie, 
what do you say to the new plans ? odd enough, aren't they ? " 

^^ Not odd that Eoger should stay in England," I said. 
" It is the best thing that can be done, and as to Jessie — " 

" She is not the kind of girl I should have thought would 
have taken his fancy," continued William. " But one never 
knows. Yet somehow, Ursie, I think if it was not for you 
he might find he had made a blunder." 

" Jessie will learn how to manage things, I dare say," I 
said, '< and it gives her a home." 
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"Yes, it does that; and — ^well, it might hare been 
worse. Only I looked to his marrying a woman with some 
money." 

^^ I think that is just one of the reasons wh^ he has 
thought of her," I replied, remembering an expression which 
Boger had let fall, when he told me that he could not eyen 
for Jessie have married to leave me to struggle alone. ^' He 
felt for her, I am sure." 

" He had no cause to do that," answered William, quickly. 
" He knows she has as much as she had a right to expect ; 
more, indeed ; and we have all been very kind to her. If 
my poor Leah had been her sister twenty times over she 
could not have done more for her. But Boger always was 
crotchety from a boy. However, he is going to marry her 
now, and there is an end of the matter." 

William hurried away much sooner than usual ; and that 
was all the help or consolation I was to receive from him. I 
began to feel very lonely, not the less so because I was set- 
ting out for Stonecliffl 

In the afternoon, Boger came to me and gave me a note 
to take to Jessie. How to manage my visit I could not telL 
First I thought I would go direct to Mrs. Temple ; then I 
decided that it would be a breach of confidence with Jessie ; 
and again I was perplexed as to what I should say to soften 
the trouble to Mrs. Weir. The very thinking about these 
things did me a great deal of good, and by the time I arrived 
at Stonecliff I was as little excited, and as much fidgeted, as 
a person need be who wishes to act wisely under trying cir- 
cumstances. There is nothiDg so good for preserving the 
balance of common sense as a dose of matter of fact worries. 

" I want to see Miss Lee," was my address to the saucy 
little page who opened the door, and I spoke in a determined 
tone, to assure him there could be no doubt as to my gaining 
my point. 

"He did not know" — ^pages never do know — "whether 
such an interview was possible." But I urged him to de- 
cision by insisting that, if I could not see Miss Lee, I must 
see Mrs. Weir, or Mrs. Temple, or some one; and I made 
my way into the hall, and seeing the door of the little break- 
fifitst-room open, and knowing that it was very seldom used, 
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I said, '' I will jnst wait here, and you can let Miss Lee know 
that I want to see her.'' 

He stared at me, but finding that I was not open to any 
impressions of awe, he left me. 

I confess I felt uncommonly nervous. I sat down and 
tapped my foot upon the floor, then I stood up and looked at 
the pictures on the wall, then I walked to the window and 
watched a boy weeding one of the flower-beds, and at last I 
went to the door and listened. Distant sounds in the kitchen, 
those were all I could hear, and I thought the page had 
proved faithless, and was upon the point of seeking him out 
and expostulating, but a light footstep came along the passage 
at the top of the stairs, and the next minute Jessie had 
thrown herself into my arms, her face covered with blushes, 
as she exclaimed — " Oh ! XJrsie, isn't it too happy ? " 

How thankful I was for her excitement, I really could 
not attempt to say. It saved me completely. I don't be- 
lieve she in the least suspected any coldness on my side. She 
was so full of her own delight, that it never entered her 
thoughts that every one else was not to be delighted too. 
And then Roger was to stay in England, and she was to live 
at Sandcombe, dear Sandcombe ; she had never loved any 
place so well, and I was to be with her, and to be her sister. 
She was in a perfect ecstasy of happiness. I didn't know 
whether it was hard in me to think that this childish exuber- 
ance was not quite the tone I should have desired for Roger's 
wife, but of course I did not attempt to check her. All that 
I really had set my heart upon discovering was the full ex- 
tent of her feeling for him. Even this it was not easy to 
obtain : she was surprised, grateful, flattered, and rather awe- 
struck. " She could not have supposed it possible," she 
said, *< so good he was 1 so much respected, and so much 
older too I At first she could not believe it. Love him ? — 
oh, yes ! — she loved him better than any one else in the 
whole world, and she knew that I loved him so much too, 
and we should all live together, that was the delightful thing : 
and to have a home of her own would be so nice, though ^e 
should be very sorry to leave Mrs. Weir who had been so 
kind to her." 

Oh dear ! I don't know what there was in it all which 
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made by spirits sinks lower and lower, tiU at length eyen 
Jessie herself remarked that I looked grave, and inquired if 
any thing was the matter, and if I felt ill. 

" No," I said, " not at all, only a little tired with my 
walk ; aud you know, Jessie, these are exciting days." 

" Very. I lay awake for hours last night. It seems 80 
very strange. Did you ever think, Ursie, that Roger could 
be fond of me?" 

" We are all fond of you," I answered evasively. 

" Yes, to be sure, and we have known each other all our 
lives. But then he is so superior. Do you know, I think I 
am a little afraid of him ; and I told him so." 

" You won't love him the less for that," I said ; " and, 
Jessie, I will tell you this about Roger, there is nothing in 
the world that you need fear with him except not being open 
upon all points ; you won't mind my saying that, will you ? " 

" No, of course, we are sisters," But Jessie did not look 
quite comfortable. 

" I don't know any one who can understand things, or 
make allowances as he can," I continued. '^ But then he 
must have full trust placed in him." 

" He is strict," said Jessie. 

'' Strict with himself, and that makes him appear strict 
to other people. But only try him, Jessie. Say out every 
thing to him, and then see if all will not go smoothly." 

She did not speak directly ; when she did, it was merely 
to say that she was longing for Mrs. Weir to know every 
thing : Roger was so impatient for all to be settled, but she 
did not like to mention it herself. 

Something — it was very trifling — in her manner, gave me 
the impression that she was turning away from a disagreeable 
subject. I had a strong inclination to pursue it whether she 
liked it or not. If I had loved her heartily, I should have 
done so, but I stood upon doubtful ground. So I only replied 
by a remark upon Mrs. Weir's health. 

Jessie's face was bright again directly. Mrs. Weir, she 
said, w.as much worse than usual, and there had been a fuss 
with Mrs. Temple. She did not, of course, know what it was 
all about, but she had an idea that it had something to do 
with money and a letter from Miss Milicent. She had heard 
Mrs. Temple say there would be no money forthcoming, and 
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the only thing to be done was to leave Mr. Weir to go to 
ruin again his own way. And then Mrs. Weir had been 
very nervous, and cried a good deal, and Mrs. Temple had 
scolded her. 

It was not a very hopeful condition of affairs, considering 
the communication I had to make. I should only be adding 
to the family disturbance. Yet I felt that in justice to Boger 
I must not delay. 

" I must see Mrs. Temple, Jessie, dear," I said, " and tell 
her every thing : I promised Roger I would." 

She blushed painfully. " Must you ? I had not thought 
of that. She will be angry, and — ^but it is very kind of you, 
XJrsio ; you always help me out of difficulties." 

'^ And I must see her at once," I said, *^ if she is in the 
house." 

Jessie was not quite in such a hurry ; she looked, but did 
not move towards the door. " Will you go ? " I added. 

" Yes ; but, Ursie, Mrs. Temple is not very goodnatured, 
you know that." 

" Better than you do, perhaps ; though I don't see what 
her good or ill-nature can have to do with the present 
business." 

" I don't think she has liked me quite so well lately ; you 
know what I told you about the letters." 

" I know every thing, dear Jessie ; I know Mrs. Temple 
fifty times better than you do, only go now, and ask if I may 
speak with her." 

^^ And if she should say unkind things, you won't believe 
them," continued Jessie. 

" I will believe nothing of which there is not proof," I 
said ; *^ but one would think you were afraid of being accused 
of murder. If there is any thing to tell, why not say it to 
me now ? " 

^^ Oh I there is nothing ; nothing, you misunderstand. It 
is all foolishness;" she exclaimed. "But Mrs. Temple was 
angry at my going over to Dene one afternoon, when Mrs. 
Weir let me take a walk, and she has been cross ever since, 
and then — " I think Jessie meant to say more, but at that 
instant Mrs. Temple entered the room, and Jessie hurried 
away without saying even good-bye. 
Vol. II.— 3* 
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CHAPTER LI. 

I HAD not spoken to Mrs. Temple since the day when I 
had my interview with Cotton^ and I was sure that she must 
have felt herself injured from the fact of my having seen 
Mrs. Weir then without her permission, to say nothing of my 
having been the recipient of Cotton's complaints. But pos- 
sessing a clear conscience upon these points, I was able to 
look her boldly in the face, and I curtsied, and said that I 
hoped I had not come at an inconvenient time, but I had a 
little business with Jessie. 

" It would be better, another time, if you were to send 
word beforehand when you wish for an interview," said Mrs. 
Temple, standing, and making me stand also. '^ Miss Lee is 
much engaged, and Mrs. Weir is not as well as usual." 

" I am sorry. Ma'am," I replied, " but I had also some- 
thing to say to yourself, if you could be so good as to spare 
me a few minutes." 

She took out her watcL 

" I have an engagement almost immediately, perhaps you 
will let your communication be brief." 

" It is soon made, Ma'am," I replied. " Jessie Lee is 
engaged to be married to my brother Roger, and as she will 
be wishing to leave Mrs. Weir almost immediately, I thought 
it better to let you know." 

A cloud came over Mrs. Temple's face as though I had 
actually done her an injury. " Very singular ! " she ex- 
claimed ; " Miss Lee gave me no idea of any plan of the kind. 
I have not been treated fairly." 

" The engagement was only made yesterday. Ma'am," I 
replied ; " we have taken the earliest opportunity of inform- 
ing you." 

"There was an Mreement," continued Mrs. Temple, 
" and Miss Lee suits Mrs. Weir very fairly well. I consider 
that I had a right to expect more consideration." 

" Jessie will, I have no doubt, be anxious to remain with 
Mrs. Weir, if possible, until some one is found to take her 
place," I replied; " but of course I can make no promise, as 
every thing must depend on my brother's plans." 
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'' Your brother is a rash young man," said Mrs. Temple, 
looking at me searchingly. *' I should recommend him to 
inquire before he commits himself to the step he contemplates. 
You may tell him so." 

" My brother will, no doubt, be obliged to you for your 
advice, Ma'am," I replied; ''but as he is past thirty, I 
imagine he considers himself able to judge in such a matter 
for himself. I should not, therefore, like to interfere." 

" Age may not imply wisdom," said Mrs. Temple. " Has 
your brother known this young woman long ? " 

" From her childhood. Ma'am," I replied, and turning 
from the unpleasant subject, I added : " May I ask how long 
you think it will be before Jassie will be able to leave Mrs. 
Weir, without inconveniencing her ? " 

"I can't say. Your brother has known this young 
woman long ? Does he know her friends and acquaintances ? " 

" Nearly all of them, I believe, Ma'am," I replied. 

" Nearly all, you believe. It would be better if it were 
cniite alL I give the caution with no unfriendly feeling. 
Good morning. I must request you not to attempt to see 
Mrs. Weir, she is too ill." 

I was not to be treated in that way, — ^and I followed 
Mrs. Temple into the hall. ** Excuse me, Ma'am," 1 said, 
'' but I can't hear hints given against Jessie. My brother's 
happiness is involved. If you would only be good enough 
to explain what you refer to." 

" I give no explanations. I am not the person to brine 
forward accusations. Your brother will judge for himself 
when he inquires." 

I had no power of detaining her, she sailed past me, — ^her 
pony-chaise was at the door, and she drove off, leaving me to 
my own conjectures. I went back to the little room, and sat 
for a few moments in thought. Then I rang the bell, and 
asked again if I might see Miss Lee. The message brought 
back was that I was to go up to Mrs. Weir's room. 

I was in utter perplexity. Disobey Mrs. Temple's ex- 
press wishes I could not, for she had a right to expect obe- 
dience — ^but if Mrs. Weir really wanted to see me, I might 
do her harm by refrising. I sent word to Jessie that she 
must do as I said — she must come to me, and almost before 
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I thouglit the message could have reached her, she was with 
me. But it was only to entreat that I would not lose a 
moment, that I would go instantly to Mrs. Weir, for she was 
very ill — very strange-^— it was impossible to know what to 
make of her, and Jessie was so pale and trembling that I 
could not doubt her having real cause for alarm. 

" She takes it to heart dreadfully," whispered Jessie to 
me, as we stood at the door of Mrs. Weir's sitting-room. 

" To heart ! you have not told her, Jessie, suddenly ? " 

" You said she was to know, and I thought you were in 
the house, and it was better over. But, XJrsie, I never saw 
her in such a way. Do go in. She will listen to you." 

I don't wonder that Jessie was frightened. Mrs. Weir 
was in a perfect agony of nervous distress, rocking herself 
backwards and forwards in her chair, crying like a child, — 
and murmuring from time to time, ** All alone ! all alone ! — 
yes, they all go — they won't let me go too — all alone ! " 

Jessie went behind her chair. I motioned to her to keep 
out of the way, and went up to Mrs. Weir. " Dear Ma'am," 
I said, " you are not all alone, for there is some one here who 
cares for you very much. You always used to say that you 
were sure Ursula would never leave you, and you see she 
does not." 

She grasped my hand like a vice, I did not know she had 
•60 much strength in her. 

" You have left me," she said, " there is no one but Jes- 
sie now, and she is going too. If God would but take me — 
no one goes away in Heaven." 

" That will come in His good time, dear Ma'am," I said ; 
" but you have often told me that He stays with us, whoever 
of our earthly friends may chance to leave us." 

" I am very wicked. God pardon me, Ursula, — I used 
to love you, — now I love Jessie. I will try not to love any 
one again." 

- " Would not that be wrong, dear Ma'am ? " I said. 
" God means us to love one another surely. And no one has 
left off loving you. You can't think I have." 

" Yet, Ursula, you do not come to me, and you have kept 
things back from me, and you would not let me have what I 
wanted from the Farm, and then Cotton talked to you, and 
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that did her harm, and she went away, and now you arc 
wishing Jessie to go too. I would not have treated you so, 
Ursula, for I loved you very much." 

My heart sank, and in the extremity of my vexation I 
burst into tears. The poor lady softened towards me in an 
instant. The sight of my distress roused her from her own. 

** Do not cry, Ursula," she said ; " it makes me sad — ^and 
I do not want that ; and I am ^oing to bear it all now, for it 
was wrong in me to care. Jessie Lee will marry and be very 
happy, and I like people to be happy. Perhaps God will 
some day let me be happy, in Heaven." 

I took hold of her hand, and kissed it many times. She 
gazed at me, — strangely and earnestly ; then she said : 
" They told me you would not help me." 

" Whoever told you that, told you what is false. Ma'am," 
I exclaimed. " There does not live on the face of the earth 
a single human being who would help you, even to death, 
more truly than I, if I only knew the way." 

" Would you ? " she replied, and she looked round the 
room timidly. 

" Leave us for a minute, Jessie," I said; and when the 
door was closed, I added : " There is no one here now to 
listen. Ma'am, so you can say out whatever is in your 
mind." Mrs. Weir hesitated, her features worked nervously, 
and I could feel the quick, thin, interrupted beating of her 
pulse, as she laid her hand on mine. " Ursula," she said, in 
a low voice, " my husband does not want me ; but I must go 
to him, or I shall die. It lies here heavy on my heart — ^but 
they will not think of it. When they say I must not go, God 
lets me be tempted. I feel bitter things. I am not resigned 
to His will, and I strive— I strive ; but the struggle is very 
weary. And I have had a thought sometimes lately, that I 
would go away, all by myself. It comes to me in the night, 
and I think I will get up and go, but it is an evil spirit fliat 
puts it into my head. It is an evil spirit, is it not ? You 
know, because your mind is clear, and mine is tired ; oh I 
Ursula, it is very tired ; but it never rests from thinking." 

I was frightened, yet I did not suppose her brain was 
wandering, only strained ; her words were calm, and her look 
was quiet, though intensely moumfuL My reply was from 
instinct — I had no time for reflection. 
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" Dear Ma'am," I said, " I don't think it is an evil spirit 
that puts the wish into your heart, for it seems to me quite 
natural ; and now you have said it out to me, perhaps you 
will be better." 

" I ought not to have said it," she said, turning her head 
quickly. " My niece tells me that I am to crush the wish, 
and kill it, but it will not die. I have never told her of that 
wicked thought, that I would go away by myself. I have 
told you, Ursula, because I cannot help it. I have never told 
any one else ; when you are with me I always think you love 
me." 

I answered as quickly and as decidedly as I could, " Ton 
don't merely think I love you, Ma'am, but you know it ; and 
there is nodiing in the world to hinder you from speaking of 
anything you wish to me. God sees no harm in the wish to 
go away and join Mr. "Weir — that I am quite certain o£ 
The only trouble is how it is to be managed. But the way 
will no doubt be put before you soon if it is right, and till it 
is I know you will pray to God to give you patience." 

A smile more touching to me tiian tears stole over Mrs. 
Weir's face. " I could wait very long with hope," she said ; 
" but, Ursula, are you sure ? " and again the look of doubt 
was upon her — " my niece says I ought to crush the wish." 

" Say it out, dear Ma'am," I replied. " It will die away 
all the quicker for that, if it is fit that it should. You know," 
I added, and I laughed a little, '^ the steam does more mis- 
chief when it is kept in than when it is allowed to escape." 

" I think so, Ursula. I feel better, and I will try and 
not think till you come to see me again. But then you never 
come now." 

'^ I mean to come as often as I can, Ma'am," I said ; 
" you may always depend upon my doing my utmost to com- 
fort you, and I shall have to ask you to help me about some 
work, for I want to make something pretty for Jessie when 
she is married." 

I was almost afraid what the effect of the allusion mi^ht 
be ; but it was taken quietly, though mournfully, and Mrs. 
Weir said — " Yes, she will leave me soon. She has been very 
kind to me, Ursula. I should like to give her something that 
would please her, but my money is gone— all I have to give. 
I must keep the rest, you know, it is wanted." 
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" You might knit her something, dear Ma'am/' I said ; 
" she would value that more than anything else." Mrs. 
Weir's face brightened like a child's with pleasure. " That 
is a good thought," she said. " I have some patterns for 
shawls ; would you look in the drawer of my work-table ? 
Ursula, I think you will find them there." 

The patterns were found and discussed, and one was 
chosen. The shawl was to be white, with a pink border. 
Mrs. Weir threw herself into the idea with an animation 
which I fancied she had entirely lost, and before I left her I 
doubt whether the pain of parting with Jessie was not almost 
counterbalanced by the pleasure of working for her. 

Jessie and I had but a few words together before I left 
the house — and they were of no importance. I did not at 
the moment remember that I had intended to have spoken to 
her on the subject of Mrs. Temple's hints, for other cares 
were pressing on me. I had bound myself to Mrs. Weir, by 
giving her sympathy and encouragement, in a way I did not 
perceive till I found myself walking alone over the hill, and 
able to think quietly upon what had passed. I was sure my 
words would not be forgotten, and I scarcely wished they 
should be. That interview had given me a more painful im- 
pression of the state of Mrs. Weir's mind, and the necessity 
of some interference, than I had ever had before. Of course 
I did not believe that Mrs. Temple was willingly worrying 
Mrs. Weir out of her senses. No doubt she had a good desS 
of reason on her side. But she was actiog selfishly, and on a 
system ; and persons who work upon others on system seem 
to forget that God has willed there should be infinite variety 
in this world, both in nature and in human beings — and that 
to suppose that what suits one will therefore suit another, is 
simply making ourselves out to be wiser than G-od. Mrs. 
Temple, I knew, was strongly imbued with the belief that all 
persons' nervousness, except her own, could be cured by 
severity. I had often heard her say so ; and Mrs. Weir, in 
her simple timidity, acquiesced in the notion, and took the 
discipline bestowed upon her as medicine — ^very disagreeable, 
but quite right for her to submit to ; only unfortunately it 
did her no good. Yet when I say that I had a painful im- 
pression of the state of Mrs. Weir's mind I do not mean to 
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imply that I thought she wa49 goiog out of it I had no idea 
of the kind. Mrs. Weir saw all things truly — there was no 
distortion of facts, and do absence of the power of reasoning 
upon them. Even in her weakest, most irritable, and excit- 
able moments, there never had been any thing of that nature. 
It was merely that she was possessed (if I may so express 
myself) by one idea founded upon reason ; and from bodily 
weakness, and an absence of self-discipline, allowed it to 
assume an exaggerated importance. Keepiog this to herself 
in no way lessened the evil ; rather it increased it, for the 
thoughts upon which we brood in secret are tenfold more 
oppressive than those which we openly discuss. The crush- 
ing and killing which Mrs. Tiemple recommended would, I 
was sure, be of no avail. A thought which has a rational 
foundation cannot be killed ; all we can do with it is to give 
it light and air, and see it in its true proportion. Mrs. 
Temple treated poor Mrs. Weir's conscientious scruple, about 
being absent from her husband, as she would one of those 
absurd, irrational i^ncies which are sometimes allowed to try 
persons otherwise perfectly reasonable, and which can only 
be destroyed by a vigorous effort of the will. Crush these 
for a time, and reason itself steps in afterwards to prove their 
folly. But to reason against reason is useless ; and when 
conscience and reason act together, the difficulty becomes in- 
surmountable. 

I am putting down now the result of long observation. 
I had none of these thoughts on the day when I walked back 
from Stonecliff to Sandcombe, for, as I said before, I had 
been acting on instinct rather than reflection ; but I could not 
help seeing that I had committed myself more than was per- 
haps prudent. I had held out to Mrs. Weir the hope that 
something would be done to enable her to rejoin her hus- 
band, and 1 had explicitly told her that I would see her fre- 
quently, and that she might depend upon me for comfort. 
Whether wise or unwise, I must keep my word, and that 
against any objection or interference on tiie part of Mrs. 
Temple. Very much troubled I was, as I thought of this, 
and when my mind turned to my usual adviser, Boger, I was 
met by the dispiriting conviction that I could not expect to 
gain his full sympathy, and scarcely his attention, and I re- 
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solyed not to attempt it. It is unfair to try any individaal 
beyond the ordinary limits of human power ; and a man in 
love is always to be looked upon as free, for the time being, 
from the claims of extensive sympathy ; not, however, from 
any principle of right or duty, but as a concession to that 
known infirmity of which we all partake. The knowledge of 
this fact was painful to me, but I felt safer and happier in 
not putting Eoger to the test than in doing so with the risk 
of failure. I was already beginning to look upon him as 
subject to the same weaknesses as his fellow-creatures. 

Mr. Richardson was my only resource, and I determined 
to go over to Compton the first day I could, and put all I 
knew and felt before him. Even if he could not help me, I 
should then have at least the satisfaction of feeling that I was 
not acting entirely on my own responsibility. 

I reached home just in time for tea. Roger and John 
Hervey met me at the farm-yard gate. Roger's face was 
full of eager expectation. He wanted me to come with him 
at once, and tell him all that had passed. John Hervey 
said, as Roger walked away, " I hope they will be happy, 
Ursie. You don't want me to congratulate you." 

My heart bounded with a sense of relief. I looked up 
at him and said, " Thank you, Mr. Hervey, that is like a 
friend." 

He said not another word, and walked into the house, 
but I was brighter that evening than I had been since I 
heard of Roger's plans, for I felt that there was still some 
one in the world who understood me. 



CHAPTER LII. 

Mb. Richardson was away attending upon his father, 
who was dying. Such was the information given me when 
I went to Compton to see him. I must manage, then,, as 
best I might without his advice, and after some considera- 
tion I felt that it might be well to be bold, and make use of 
Jessie's affairs as an excuse for seeing Mrs. Weir frequently. If 
I did not appear to perceive Mr& Temple's dislike, I hoped it 
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• 
might not actually be exerted against me ; and if I eoold in- 
terest Mrs. Weir, and help to keep her quiet, I might even 
become necessary. At any rate I would try. I thought too 
of Jessie much and anxiously. Mrs. Temple's hints were 
by no means forgotten. I pondered upon them deeply, and 
again thought I would call upon her to explain them. But 
she had spoken proudly and angrily, and Uie more I consid- 
ered what had passed, the less weight I was inclined to at- 
tach to her words. Jessie's life was no mystery. I seemed 
to know what she had done and said, I could almost add 
what she had thought, from childhood. Her intercourse 
with Mrs. Price and acquaintance with 3ir. Macdonald were 
the only things which I could really disapprove, and I knew 
much better than Mrs. Temple how far these had been car- 
ried. To make inquiries would be implying suspicion, and 
might involve explanations which I did not feel myself at 
liberty to give. 

Neither could I say anything to Eoger. I had always 
felt that before people are engaged one is free to offer gen- 
eral warnings, but that afterwards nothing but indisputable 
facts can justify interference. A man cannot break his 
promise because he hears what he ought to have been aware 
of before he made it. I had great trust, too, in Jessie her- 
self. I saw no reason for thinking that anything serious 
was amiss. She had always given me her confidence, and 
the little air of secrecy I had observed in our interview at 
Stonecliff was accounted for by Mrs. Temple's suspicions 
temper and prejudice. No doubt Mrs. Temple disliked Mr. 
Macdonald and Mrs. Price, and thought that Jessie was un- 
wise in having them for her friends. So did I. But Jessie 
knew this already. It could do no good to make a fuss about 
the matter, just at the moment when the acquaintance was 
likely, as I hoped, to be entirely broken oE, Altogether I 
thought it better to say nothing, except continually to urge 
upon her the necessity of treating Boger with perfect open- 
ness. If she would do this, all would be well, and I could 
not but believe that as she knew him better, his gentleness 
and sympathy would win more and more upon her affec- 
tions, and lead her to confide every thought and feeling 

to hirn. 
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So I went on, not blindly, not happily, but trying to 
make the best of a state of things which I felt could not be 
mended. 

In six weeks only from the day of their engagement, 
Boger and Jessie were to be married. I suppose if the mar- 
riage had been the event which above all others I most de- 
sired, there would still have been some aggravations attend- 
ing it. The mere upsetting of household arrangements, the 
discussions, the preparations, the little thoughtlessnesses and 
exclusivenesses, if one may use the word, of two persons who 
are all in all to each other, and feel that, for the time being, 
they are the pivot oq which the world turns, must alone give 
rise to annoyances. But in my case there were other and 
much more serious causes for vexation. I say nothing of 
my own individual feeling with regard to Roger. I have 
already expressed it. If it is not understood, no words of 
mine will cause it to be so, and if it is, no further explana- 
tion will be needed. But as day after day went by, and I 
had fresh opportunities of studying Jessie's character, I be- 
came more disheartened and perplexed at the ignorance of 
Boger's choice and the difficulties which were in preparation 
both for him and me. If I could have seen why he fell in 
love with Jessie, I fancied I could have been happier. But 
it was a moral problem which I was wholly imable to solve. 
A problem also was my future position at Sandcombe. 

In his great kindness, his wish to make every thing easy 
for every one, Roger was always sayiog that his marriage 
would make no change in the family. William was the 
master, I was the mistress, Jessie and he would live with us, 
and would do everything in their power to help us ; but they 
had not the slightest wish to interfere. And Jessie was lav- 
ish in her promises, and, I am sure, perfectly sincere in her 
intentions. But at the very moment Roger was saying this, 
he was directing all that went on, both with regard to money 
matters and the management of the farm. William was be- 
coming every day more unfit to look after his own affairs, 
and Roger was the responsible person not only in little daily 
matters, but even in actual business. He had thrown some 
of his money into the farm, laying it out in ways which were 
considered advantageous, upon the express understanding, 
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and indeed the written agreement (for he was particular 
enough in such ways) that when the new lease was made out, 
which it would be, according to Mr. Stewart's promise,, very 
shortly, it was to be in his name. He would then be the 
master of Sandcombe, and his wife of course would be the 
mistress, and what was I to be ? ' I put the case before him^ 
and to .my exceeding surprise found that he actually would 
not see any difficulty in it ; — though, if he had been an in- 
different person, the awkwardness would have been as evi- 
dent to him as the sun in the heavens ! He said that I was 
wishing to draw lines where no lines could be drawn ; that 
all would work well if left to itself; where people loved each 
other as we did, it must do so ; that Jessie had the highest 
opinion of my judgment, and would be entirely guided by 
me ; that he felt the same ; and he added, that he could not 
have thought of marrying with any idea of turning me out 
of the place which I had always held. As to names, they 
were nothing. What did it signify who was called mistress ? 
Neither Jessie nor I had any foolish love of power, and for 
his own part, he had not the slightest doubt of our working 
together delightfully. Much more he said of the same kind, 
and at the conclusion he left me with the conviction im- 
pressed more than ever on my mind, that names constitute 
one of the greatest movipg powers of this fallen world ; that 
every name implies relations and duties ; and that to assume 
the name when we are unable to fulfil the duties belonging 
to it, is to involve ourselves in inextricable confusion and 
wretchedness. 

I did not say so to Roger, but I went to Mrs. Kemp. 
It was just a fortnight before the wedding was to take place. 
The next day Jessie was to leave Mrs. Weir, and come to us. 
I felt I must have my mind made clear upon this subject 
beforehand. Not that Jessie was likely to think about it, 
but I was quite sure she would feel ; and persons who feel 
and don't think, are the most difficult of all to manage. I 
had also a little business to settle with Mrs. Kemp, as to the 
young person who was to fill Jessie's place. Mrs. Kemp, in 
her kindness, had exerted herself to find one, in order that 
Jessie might the sooner be set free, and Jessie had given me 
some messages for her successor, and begged me to talk to 
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her about Mrs. Weir, so that I had to arrange a meeting 
with her. Strange it was that such duties should fall to my 
share, but I was, as I had anticipated, necessary just then 
at Stonecliff. Mrs. Temple could not bear me, but she did 
not hesitate to make use of me ; and as long as Mrs. Weir 
was quieted by talking to me about the white shawl with the 
pink borders, she put up with my presence. I think she 
began to feel that ^e might strain her authority over Mrs. 
Weir too far. But enough of this ; even Mrs. Weir was but 
secondary at that time. 

Mrs. Kemp, like John Hervey, had never congratulated 
me upon Roger's intended marriage. She did not approve 
of Jessie Lee well enough to do so. But I think that just 
at first she had fancied that having Boger with me in Eng- 
land, would make up for any disappointment. A very happy, 
prosperous, married woman herself, she did not quite picture 
to herself the vexations that a marriage may bring upon the 
persons only indirectly concerned in it. Her simple, good 
sense, would, however, I was sure, understand them the * 
minute they were put before her. Of course 1 did not 
intend to speak to her of my own peculiar feeling of Boger. 
There was no one to whom I could open my heart upon that 
point, unless, — ^it may seem strange, but I could have talked 
to Mrs. Weir, if she had been well enough to listen. 

I entered upon my subject immediately with Mrs. Kemp. 
It was not a pleasant one, so the less delay the better. " I 
am come," I said, " to consult you about the future. We 
are going to begin a new life at Sandcombe, and I should be 
glad to know how best to carry it out." 

"Surely, my dear," said Mrs. Kemp, and she rubbed 
her spectacles, put them on, and took up her work, — signs 
that she meant to give me time and attention. " Where is 
the difficulty ? " 

" Who is to be mistress ? " I said. " Roger thinks there 
can be two mistresses. I think there can't be." 

Mrs. Kemp smiled. "He would not like that there 
should be two masters, my dear. And I dare say he would 
quote the Bible to prove fliat the thing is impossible," 

" I dare say he would, but he is very kind, and does not 
like to hear that I am to be turned out" 
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'^Yet it must come to that, and it seems to me, Ursie, 
that when a wound is to be made, it is kinder to do it with one 
cut than with half-a-dozen ; but men are very tender-hearted." 

" I wish they were not," I replied. " If Roger had come 
to me at once, and agreed with me how things were to be, 
he might have been a great help to me. As it is, — ^trying 
to make things easy, which can't be easy, — ^he has left me to 
bear the burden alone. For I must see all truly," I added. 

" Quite right, my dear," and Mrs. Kemp patted my hand 
approvingly. '^ As the Farmer sometimes says to me when I 
grumble, ' Patty, we are to fit our wishes to our circumstan- 
ces, not our circumstances to our wishes.' If Roger mar- 
ries, and upsets your household, he must learn to look the 
change fall in the face." 

" Or I must," I said ; " for I don't expect much from 
him." I am afraid I said it a little bitterly. Mrs. Kemp 
thought that I alluded to his choice of a wife, and she an- 
swered, ^^ It may turn out better than you expect, my dear. 
Marriage brings trouble, and if people are eood for anything, 
trouble brings improvement. Jessie may be a very different 
person as a wife from what she has been as a girl ; though to 
say she is what I thought Roger would have chosen would 
be saying what is not true." 

" Why did he choose her ? " I exclaimed. 

" Well, my dear, there may be a good deal said for him. 
I don't know that he is different from most other men. 
Looking upon the world with my old eyes, it often seems to 
me that women are like the blocks in a barber's shop, which 
each man dresses up to suit his own fancy. The block may 
be worth something, or it may not be, it matters little for 
the time being. What the man falls in love with is not the 
reality, but the appearance ; so it happens that the cleverer, 
and better, and more kind-hearted a man is in himself, the 
more danger probably there is of his making a blunder in 
his choice, because, you see, he has such a charming notion 
of what a woman ought to be, all ready prepared in IHs 
mind, that he has nothing to do but to fit it to the first girl 
he meets, of a right age, and look, and manner, and there is 
his perfect wife, ready made." 

I sighed. It seemed to me just what Roger had done. 
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" Jessie isn't like you, my dear," continued Mrs. Kemp. 

" No, indeed," I continued. " Dear Mrs. Kemp, I may 
say it to you, — I could not to any one else, — I have loa& 
of faults, terrible faults ; but I do tbink I have done more 
for Eoger's bappiness tban Jessie ever will or can do." 

" Time will sbow, my dear," was tbe reply. 

" But," I said, — ^** please don't tbink me conceited — I 
bave more sense tban Jessie, and I certainly know more of 
the world, and bow to manage ; and \ believe, too, that I 
have more fixed principles." 

" Excellent qualities, XJrsie, my dear, for a sister ; but I 
suppose a man like Eoger wants something else in a wife." 

^' He wants a pretty fa,ce," I exclaimed, " and a winning 
manner." 

" Not so much the face as the manner, my dear. Eoger 
is so strong in himself, that he doesn't want any one to make 
him stronger." 

" And I am too strong for him," I replied. 

"Perhaps so, my dear. You see you can stand alone, 
and act for yourself, and form your own opinions, and you 
have a way of putting them out strongly ; and these are 
very good and useful qualities in a sister, or a friend, but 
they don't suit all men in a wife, especially not a strong man 
like Eoger, with such a tender heart. What he wants, is 
something to pet." 

It was very true. Eoger's tender-heartedness had been 
bis snare. 

" Well ! " I said, " the deed is done, or all but done : 
the only thing now is to make the best of it, and I don't 
think that will be by following Eoger's plan, and having two 
mistresses." 

" Certainly not, Ursie ; at least, so far a I have had any 
experience. As the Farmer says, whatever you do in life, 
my dear, take care that you plant your foot upon ground 
which has a sure foundation ; tf you don't, before long you 
will find yourself standing above an earthquake ; and there 
is no sensation more xmpleasant, as I bave been told." 

" But how to manage it ? " I said. " Eoger won't hear 
of it, — he was almost angry when last I talked to him. I 
don't tbink it will do to insist upon it." 
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" Tou can act upon it, my dear, and that will be better 
than insisting. To insist upon having jour own way, seems 
to me, most times, like giving a man a blow in the face, — ^he 
returns it as a matter of course." 

" I don't quite understand you," I said. 

" It is just this, my dear. If you go to Roger and Jessie, 
and say that you insist upon Jessie's taking her place as 
mistress, whether she likes it or not, they wiU very probably 
turn round upon yoi^ and think you are in a pet, and they 
may even complain, and say that it is hard to put upon Jessie 
duties for which she is not prepared." 

" Not prepared ? " I exckimed. " How has she a right 
to marry, if she is not prepared to undertake every duty 
which her position requires of her ? " 

" Women do a great many things which they have no 
right to do, my dear," replied Mrs. Kemp, quietly. " We 
must take them as they are. Many girls, cleverer than 
Jessie, go on groping through life, and never discover their 
duties, except by knocking their heads against them." 

" Well 1 " was my only answer ; for I felt cross and 
disheartened. 

" And you see, my dear," continued Mrs. Kemp, " that 
would be a bad beginning for you all, to quarrel at the out- 
set." 

" Then I am to give in," I said. 

" Not at all. Only don't raise the question. Take your 
own view of your position, and act upon it. A person with 
a fixed purpose has always the advantage over one who trusts 
to circumstances to work out life." 

" It is very droll," I exclaimed, and I could not help 
laughing a little, " to sit here and talk over with you how to 
make myself second, when most people would think that 
my chief wish must be to be first." 

" Ah I Ursie, you love truth better than power, and that's 
why I love you," replied Mrs. Kemp. 

" Yes," 1 said, earnestly ; " truth is the one thing I love 
first, and chiefest, and dearest of all things ; let me only have 
that, and I am satisfied." 

" Well, then, the truth of things now is, or will be, that 
Roger owns Sandcombe, and that Jessie Leo will be his 
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wife ; and, in spite of all they may say to the contrary in 
their ^ood nature, that is the position they are to hold." 

'^ And the position they would wish to hold," I replied ; 
" at least I speak of Jessie. I am quite certain that if I 
were to put myself in any way above her, she would be up in 
arms before long." 

" To be sure. A ^rl may be very gentle and humble in 
her ways of thinking before ^e is married ; but let her once 
be called Mrs., and notions of her own position come as a 
matter of course ; and if she is weak in herself, she is likely 
to lay an unwise stress upon them. Not but what, as I said 
before, Jessie may turn out much better in that way, and in 
others, too, than you and I are inclined to think. We must 
not be hard upon her." 

" I don't wish to be hard," I. replied ; " but we can't help 
seeing things, and I had rather not put myself in the way of 
wounding Jessie upon such a point." 

^' Bight enough. But, I think, my dear, it will all be 
tolerably easy, if you go to work carefully. If I were you,* I 
should not make the least fuss about the matter ; I should 
not, for instance, go and tell the servants that they were to 
consider Jessie their mistress ; but I should make a point 
of always speaking of her as such ; in fact, I should take it 
as a matter of course, and I should consult her about every 
thing, and make her sit at the head of the table, not because 
she is mistress, but because she is a married woman ; and so, 
by degrees, you will put her in her true place, and please 
both her and Boger. For they will be pleased, in spite of all 
they may say to the contrary, and then you will all be where 
you ought to be, and therefore be comfortable." 

I doubted as to the comfort ; but I was sure Mrs. Kemp 
was right, and, feeling strengthened by her opinion, I turned 
to other subjects, — ^first Mrs. Weir, and then the preparations 
for the wedcUng. 



CHAPTEB LIII. 

I WENT to Hove that day week, shopping with Jessie. 
Boger drove us in, and then left us to do what we wished in 
Vol. IL-^ 
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the way of porcliases, saying he would be ready for us about 
half-past five, and we were to meet him at the King's Arms. 
It was a market day, and Hove was very full A good many 
carriages were in the town, besides officers walking about, and 
the place looked gay. I was not often in Hoyo, for as I 
could not well leave Sandcombe with no one to take my 
place there, I generally made Mary Kemp do my shopping; 
but when I did go, I quite enjoyed it. Even on this day, 
though I must confess that I did not feel very light-hearted, 
I could find a good deal of amusement in walking about ; and 
Jessie was entirelv happy. She had to try on her wedding- 
dress, — a dove-coloured silk, to be worn with a white muslin 
mantilla, trimmed with pink, and a white silk bonnet, — and I 
really did not wonder at the pleasure she seemed to take in 
twbting and turning before the glass, for any thing prettier 
I had seldom looked upon. Then the dressmaker was so civil, 
and made so much of her, and showed her such a number of 
pretty things, while she held in her hand a five-pound note, 
Roger's gift that morning, to be spent upon any thing which 
took her fancy 1 Older and wiser heads than hers have been 
placed in the same position, and felt themselves excited and 
elated. I did not blame her ; only, — ^if she had not been 
Roger's intended wife 1 

We might have had luncheon at a friend's house ; but, 
thinking we should lose time, we agreed to go to the pastry- 
cook's ; and, as Jessie was tired, we sat down in the little 
inner room to eat our veal patties. A glass partition separ- 
ated us from the other part of the shop. I sat with my back 
to it, for I disliked being seen : but Jessie drew her chair so 
as to be able to look through it, and very amusing remarks 
she made upon the persons who came in. 

" Did you ever see such a bonnet, Ursie ? Just look, if it 
isn't exactly like a coal scuttle ! It must have been made be- 
fore the flood. And that little gentleman, with the red hair 
and the moustache ! What a pair they are 1 I hope they won't 
come in here ; I don't think they wilL He is talking to 
such a handsome officer now, — ^and, — ^well, I do think that is 
Mrs. Price just come in. I must go and speak to her." 

She started up. I laid my hand upon her arm. 

" Jessie, I won't have Mrs. Price brought here." 
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I am afraid my tone was angry. Jessie sat down, and 
was silent ; but she laid down her knife and fork, and gazed 
through the glass. 

" Do turn away," I said, " they will see you." 

" I can't help it if they do," replied Jessie, in a tone of 
annoyance, f^ If we have luncheon in a public shop, we must 
take our chance." 

" They won't stay long," I said ; " they are only buying 
sugar-plums for her little nephew ; and you know it would 
be very awkward -for me to see Mrs. Price, because I have 
never returned her visit." 

" She wouldn't mind that ; she is not at all particular," 
said Jessie. " She has been so kind to me, Ursie, I can't 
give up the acquaintance, so you had better speak to her at 
once, for you will be obliged to do so before long." 

There was truth in uie suggestion, but it did not make 
me feel more amicably towards Mrs. Price to discover that 
the intimacy which I had so long striven to avoid, might 
be forced upon me by Jessie's marriage. 

Jessie took my silence, I suppose, for assent and approval^ 
for without saying anything more, she suddenly walked into 
the outer shop. Mrs. Price started; there was no great 
cordiality in her manner. 

" Jessie, my dear, you here ? What a wonder ! Where 
did you come from ? " She looked at the officer, then at 
Jessie, hesitating, I thought, whether ^e should introduce 
them to each other ; and Jessie looked also, and seemed to 
expect it, — ^but Mrs. Price apparently determined against it. 
She said something to Jessie in an undertone, which I could 
not hear, and I saw Jessie change colour. I suppose it was 
on account of an allusion to her marriage. 

" You have taken us by surprise," I heard Mrs. Price say, 
and Jessie made a low, timid answer. Mrs. Price drew her 
nearer to the inner shop, and away from the rest of the party. 

" I have friends here, you see," continued Mrs. Price ; 
" but it is no use to trouble you with introductions. Ton 
have taken a different line." 

" I hoped we should always be friends," I heard Jessie say. 

" Oh yes ; friends of course. But a married woman, — ^it 
will be quite different : — ^in short, I am disappointed, Jessie, 
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and you know I have reason to be." Mrs. Price spoke with 
the tone and manner of wounded affection. Jessie's eyes 
were raised to her with a look of wonder and vexation. 

" I don't mean to be severe, my dear," continued Mrs. 
Price, " but really, after the opportunities I have given you, 
— ^the advantages you have had, — and knowing as you must 
know, — ^but I won't talk of that Poor fellow ! his fate is a 
hard one." 

I just heard Jessie say, '^ I did not think he would care," 
and then I walked forward and presented myself before them. 
Jessie's countenance expressed relief; Mrs. Price's pride. I 
spoke as though the meeting was accidental and indifferent, 
asked for her husband, and made an observation upon the 
weather, and then begged Jessie to finish her luncheon, for 
we had still a good deal of shopping to do. 

" Pay for us, will you ? " said Jessie, " whilst I eat my 
patty." 

" Yes, but I think I left my gloves on the table," I said, 
making an excuse that I might not leave her alone again with 
. Mrs. Price ; and I went back with her to the inner room. I 
lingered there, watching till Mrs. Price should leave the 
shop, but she was now enga^d with the little spoilt boy, 
who could not make up his mind what lozenges he liked. I 
saw ihere was no hope of being rid of her, and as Jessie's 
luncheon was ended we went back again. I had the money 
ready in my hand, that we might not be detained, and I 
stood between Mrs. Price and Jessie, laid the sum on the 
counter, and turning round directly, saw Mrs. Price slip a 
note into Jessie's hand, and heard her say, in a low voice, 
" You will see it has been a hard matter to say good-bye." 

Jessie's colour was crimson one moment, the next she 
became perfectly white. She hurried out of the shop with- 
out another word. We went across the street to a stationer's 
to buy some paper. Then, whilst I was choosing what I 
wanted, I observed her take up a book under pretence of 
looking at it, and slipping the note between the leaves, read 
it, as I suppose she imagined, unperceived. After that she 
seemed quite to have recovered herself, and we finished the 
remainder of our business quickly, and at half-past five met 
Roger and were driven back again to Sandcombe. 
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As I sat in the back seat of the chaise, I pondered many 
things in mj mind ; most especially how far one could be at 
liberty to found uncomfortable suspicions upon mere trifles. 
The result of my deliberations I communicated to Jessie, 
when I followed her that night to her room. 

I begun at once. " Jessie, I have something upon my 
mind. You know I am always outspoken, so you must let 
me be so now. I don't like Mrs. Price, and I don't like 
what she said to you in the shop to-day, I could not help 
hearing it." 

" I don't like her as I used to do," replied Jessie. ** I 
felt to-day, XJrsie, that you were right about her, and that I 
was wrong." 

" I am glad of that," I continued. '^ She is underhand, 
and I think she might lead you into mischief if you were to 
see much of her." 

" I am sure of it, and I don't mean to see much of her," 
replied Jessie. 

I paused— and thought of the note. " You don't intend 
to keep up anything like a correspondence with her, of 
course, then," I ventured to say. 

" Oh dear, no ! We have never written to each other 
except about little matters of business." 

Surely that was enough to satisfy me — ^yet I added one 
caution more. 

** I shall be glad when you have learnt to like only those 
whom Koger approves of. He could never like Mrs. Price." 

" He told me so this evening," she replied. " Indeed, 
Ursie, I quite feel with him." 

I could but kiss her, and tell her that if she was guided 
by her husband, she would go safely and happily through 
life, and with a lighter heart I went down-stairs to say a few 
words to Roger. 

We discussed the affairs of the day; the purchases and 
orders, the wedding guests, the household arrangements. Just 
as w8 had finished, he said to me, " I have had such a charm- 
ing talk with Jessie to- night. Trot. I wish you could have 
heard it. She is so simple, just like a child, and yet with 
such capital good sense. She quite sees all that you and I 
see in Mrs. Price." 
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" I think she does," I replied. " She said as much to 
me just now, and I am very glad, BrOger, that she can talk 
out to you about every thing." 

" I don't believe she has a thought kept back," he replied. 
" Even about that stupid Lieutenant Macdonald she came 
out freely, though some girls might have been shy. I don't 
know why I should call him stupid, though," he added, 
laughing, ^^ as I am sure I never had any cause to be 
jealous." 

" It was a silly business," I said, though feeling greatly 
relieved ; " Mrs. Price was at the bottom of it. She grows 
worse and worse to me. I can bear with her when she for- 
gets herself, but when she puts on the fine lady, as she did to- 
day, I have scarcely patience to look at her." 

" She is odious," he exclaimed. " Did Jessie look very 
sweet in her wedding dress ? I want her to let me see her 
in it before the day." 

"We won't forestall pleasure," I said ; "at any rate, 
Boger, you may be satisfied with having a very pretty wife." 

" And a very good one, Ursie," — and he became sudden- 
ly grave. " I am not quite such a fool as I seem, though 
when I look at her " — he stopped short, and then added : 
" if I did not think that my choice was right in God's sight, 
I could give her up even now." 

Fears, suspicions, warning I where could they be after 
that speech ? I went to bed, and to sleep. 



CHAPTER LIV. 

The twelfth of June was as brilliant a day as ever 
dawned upon this fellen earth. If it is pictured in my 
memory in shades of darkness, the fault is mine, and mine 
alone. I could scarcely have had more than four hours' 
sleep the night before. I went to bed very late, and i was 
up again soon after sunrise. Even now I can recall the soft 
beauty of the morning mists floating over St. Anne's; the 
glittering of the dew on the turf, the clear song of the birds, 
and the fresh scent of the warm air passing over the down. 
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And I was with Roger at Sandcombe ; the home of my in- 
fancy. I was to live with him there for years — ^for life,' if 
so I willed* The prayer I had often made was granted, but 
so as to be my trial, not my joy. 

We were to be a small party. Mary Kemp and I were 
to be the bridesmaids, and Mrs. Kemp had promised to come 
over early to help me with the preparations for breakfast. 
Some of our friends were to meet us at Compton Church, 
and come back with us, and after breakfast Eoger and Jessie 
were to drive into Hove, and take a fly from thence to a 
small village, a kind of watering place, about ten miles off. 
Roger meant to take Jessie to London afterwards, but he 
wished to have a little quiet with her first. So the day was 
mapped out. There was so much household business to be 
attended to, that I could not dress myself for the wedding at 
once, but I put on my common gown, and went down- stairs 
to help Martha, and look to the poultry and the dairy just as 
usual. There was nothing to make me feel the change that 
was coming upon me, except the weight at my heart, and the 
sight of the chairs put in order against the great, round 
dining-table in the large parlour. That had been done the 
night before ; Roger and Jessie had helped place them, and 
had passed many jokes as to where every one should sit. 
Their voices seemed still to linger in the empty room. 

About half-past seven I went up to help Jessie, but she 
was not ready for me, and I strolled out into the garden to 
gather some flowers for her to put in her dress. Roger was 
there before me for the same purpose. He greeted me ten- 
derly, so indeed as I can never forget, and we took a turn 
around the garden together ; but we neither of us seemed to 
know what to say to each other, and when he had put his flow- 
ers together, he said heVould take them to Jessie himself, 
and he went away and left me. 

Then William came out, groping rather than walking, for 
his eyes were failing him almost entirely. I could not let him 
be aldlie, and I joined him. He was afraid that we should be 
late, and he complained of Jessie's want of punctuality, and 
said he was sure she would drive Roger frantic if she went on 
so, and at last he became so fidgety uiat I was obliged to go 
in to hasten Jessie. I found her standing before the glass, 
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with her dress on, ready to bo fastened. When I gazed upon 
her, so young, fresh, lovely, and loving, a spring of fondness 
welled up, as it w^re, from the depths of my heart, and as I 
kissed her, I whispered, " Oh I Jessie, you look as though you 
would make Roger happy, and I am sure he will make you 

80." 

She turned her soft eyes upon me earnestly. ** Do you 
think I can make him happy, Ursie ? I am afraid he may 
have made a mistake." 

I smiled. " It is too late to think of that," I said ; " ho 
must take his chance." 

Still she was grave. Instead of moving so that I might 
dress her, she went on : ^^ He thinks better of me than he 
should. Ursie, have you told him all my faults ? " 

" He has known you long enough to find them out," I 
answered. "At any rate they must be left for the present. 
WilUam will be so vexed if we don't go down." 

" Mrs. Temple would give me a worse character than I 
give myself," persisted Jessie. 

I became a little impatient, and answered : ^^ Dear Jessie, 
you have chosen the worst moment possible for such a sub- 
ject. You should have made your confessions before." 

" It came over me last night," she said. " I couldn't sleep. 
But, Ursie, I love him dearly. That is the chief thing, isn't 
it?" 

" Yes, indeed, it is all he asks now, except confidence." 

" I told him about Mr. Macdonald," she said, " all I 
could. I think he understands." 

*' If he doesn't, you must make him. There is nothing in 
it to pain him." 

" Oh, nothing ! nothing ! It was all folly. I am ready 
now : please dress me. I am so glad you say it is nothing." 

Her face brightened into its usual light-hearted expres- 
sion. She made me fasten her mantilla with the gold brooch, 
which was William's gift ; and clasp the hair bracelet, which 
was mine ; and then with a merry step she ran to the head 
of the stairs, returning to say, — " Ursie, you are to be my 
wisdom, Roger declares, and I am to do everything you tell 
me." 

I was pleased. I don't think I knew then how little hu- 
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man wisdom can aid in a struggle with the temptations of a 
sinful heart. 

The Farmer and Mrs. Kemp, Mary, and John Hervey 
arrived just as Jessie was ready. They came over in the 
Farmer's double chaise. I was very glad to have them all 
with me ; they took off much of the duty of being in good 
spirits, — ^the most trying duty a person can have to perform ; 
and I left William, and the Farmer, and John to have their 
jokes, whilst I went with Mrs. Kemp and Mary to show 
them how we had arranged for the party after church. 
Mrs. Kemp had brought over some sweet things in the 
chaise, — jelly and blanc-mange, which she and Mary had 
made for me. I was quite satisfied with the look of the 
breakfast when it was laid out. Roger lingered about by 
himself, for Jessie was gone up-stairs. We were expecting 
the fly every minute. I longed to be with him, and yet I 
was afraid. At last I did summon courage, and I went 
and said, with a little laugh« as I put my hand on his 
shoulder, " Are you very impatient ? We can't have many 
minutes to wait." 

He turned round to me quickly, and said, " People are 
not impatient, Ursie, when they are quite satisfied." 

There was no room for sympathy, and I moved away. 

He was the only man I ever saw who did not look scared 
on his wedding day. 

We drove to church, — Jessie, Mrs. Kemp, Mary, and I 
in the fly ; and Roger, William, the Farmer, and John in the 
chaise. The country people had collected in the churchyard, 
and many were in the church. Farmer Kemp led Jessie up 
the aisle, and placed her before the altar by Roger's side. 

It had all been a dream to me till then. Mr. Richard- 
son's voice, as he addressed the congregation, telling them 
wherefore they were met together, — even ** to join together 
this man and this woman in holy Matrimony," was the first 
sound which awoke me to a sense of reality. 

No marvel that Roger was grave. There is but one 
thing more lawful than marriage,— and that is death. 

It was but a short service, performed without blunder or 
hesitation ; Jessie's voice never failed her ; and Roger, as 
he grasped the small hand so lovingly given him, vowed un- 
. Vol. n— 4* 



82 UB8I7LA. 

Iklterioglj, with all the honest fnlneaB of his hemrt, to take 
Jessie for his '' wedded wife, to bare, and to hold, to lore, 
and to cherish, till death. '^ The ring was placed upon her 
finger, the prayer offered for the performance of that solemn 
oorenant, and they were joined together, and no man ooold 
pot them asunder. 

The words which made them one were the same which, 
in the secrecy of my heart, I knew mnst make Roger and 
myself ttoo. 

It was a bitter consciousness, bnt it was to be put away 
from me now for ever. I trust and believe there was no 
trace of it in the kiss which I gave Jessie when Roger 
brought her up to me and said, ** She is your sister." I 
know I resolved that, through God's help, there should be 
none thenceforth, in thou^t, or word, or deed. A consider- 
able bustle and confusion took place when we left the church. 
Our friends, who were to be at the breakfast, came up to 
^ offer their congratulations, and when Roger and Jessie went 
off in the fly, arrangements were to be made to carry back 
Mary Kemp and me, as there was only one vacant place for 
Mrs. Kemp in the chaise. I wished, and had settled to 
walk, but DO one would hear of it, and at last Mr. Richard- 
son insisted upon it that we should have his little pony- 
chaise, and John Hervey offered to drive us. I don't 
know quite how it was, but just as we were setting off the 
Farmer called out to Mary that there was a place for her 
now in the chaise ; and as we had all been running to and 
fro like hunted sheep, Mary jumped in, and John Hervey 
and I were left behind. I was sorry for the moment, but I 
did not care much about it. I did not care for anything, 
indeed, except silence, and that I knew John Hervey would 
understand. I don't think we spoke half a dozen words all 
the way home ; but when he helped me out of the chaise, hg 
•aid, ^* Marriages are trying things, Ursie ; one doesn't know 
whether one's foot is on land or water." 

" I know where mine is," I said, hastily ; " on water." 
He grasped hold of my hand kindly, and I could almost 
have said there were tears in his eyes. 

* It is very wrong in me," I exclaimed. " I ought not 
to have said it, but you will forget it." 
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" If I can. But things often turn out better, Ursiei 
than we expect." 

" And if they turn out worse, there is no use in dwelling 
upon them," I said. " Now, Mr. Hervey, we are going to 
be very merry." And I ran away from him, went up-stairs, 
set myself in order, — ^by a short prayer and a deluge of cold 
water to my face, — and then reappeared, to be the cheerful, 
attentive, happy hostess of the party at Roger's wedding 
breakfast. 

Nothing can be more same than weddings. I have al- 
ready described William and Leah's ; and there was an op- 
pressive and phantom-like feeling of repetition in all that 
went on on the occasion of Roger's marriage. Healths 
were drunk and speeches made ; and many of the persons 
present were those who had congratulated Leah Morris on 
the pleasant prospects before her when she became the mis- 
tress of Sandcombe. If it had not been for a glance at poor 
William's helpless movements, and the sight of Jessie's pretty 
little face, turned so sweetly upon Roger, and smiling and 
blushing with surprise whenever she was addressed as Mrs. 
Grant, I could almost have believed that Time had flowed 
backwards. Almost, not quite ; when I had leisure to think 
of myself, the weight at my heart told me what a burden of 
experience and thought Time had brought, as it had borne 
me onwards. 

Roger and Jessie did not leave us till late in the after- 
noon : that helped the day very much. Roger's thought- 
fulness was greater than I can describe. He seemed to under- 
stand exactly all the little things which might trouble me 
when I was left alone to manage every thing for every one 
by myself; and he and John Hervey made arrangements 
about the wine for the evening, and the supper for the men 
.who were attending to the horses, and settled, in fact, a 
number of things which would never have entered my head, 
but which would have pen>lexed me if they had taken me 
unawares. For the time I seemed to be more in Roger's 
thoughts than Jessie, who was finishing the packing, with 
Mary Kemp to help her. He was so like what he ever had 
been, I could not think why I felt any difference, till some 
one came up to him laughing, and said, " Mr. Grant, your 
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wife wants you." The smile that stole over his fiioe then 
made me walk away and mix with the guests, fidget about 
Jessie, and keep myself in a continual bustle till the fly 
drove up to the door, the luggage was put in, and — they 
were gone. How I taJked and laughed that evening, and 
did everything, indeed, like every body else, except eat and 
drink, I cannot imagine, now that I look back ; but I know 
that I was told it was delightful to see me enjoy myself, and 
I believe there might even have been something like enjoy- 
ment in the excitement of feeling which forced me to exert 
myself. But the reaction came. When the wedding-guests 
were gone — when Farmer Kemp had given me his parting 
salute on both cheeks, and Mrs. Kemp and Mary had said 
their affectionate good-bye, and John Hervey had offered 
me a quiet shake of the hand, which did not want words, and 
I was left alone with William, and his irritable fatigue, and 
the bumt-up candles, and the empty glasses, and the disar- 
ranged chairs — who shall wonder that I stole up to my room 
and cried bitterly ? 



CHAPTER LV. 

For three weeks longer I was to be the undisturbed mis- 
tress of Sandcombe. The days were sufficiently occupied in 
preparing for the time when my authority was to be shared, 
u not entirely surrendered. I cannot say that the prospect 
was pleasant, little as I fancied I loved power. According 
to the old proverb, " The value of anything is never known 
till it is lost ; " and I had not till this time been aware how 
much my comfort had been increased, latterly, by bavins: no 
one to dispute my will in little domestic matters. Mrs. 
Kemp's advice I knew to be wise, but it was not easy to 
bring myself to act upon it. I could have resigned my 
office at once formally, and found some satisfaction in the 
sense of freedom which would follow. But to have all the 
labour and responsibility, and compel another to take the 
dignity of power, was trying to human nature, and especially 
such a nature as mine — hasty and resolute, able to under- 
take great works, or practise great self-denials, but fretting 
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against petty restraints, and peculiarly irritated by the diffi- 
culties inTolved in the untruthfulness of a false position. 
Happily, howerer, I had no leisure to forestall evils. Be- 
tween William, and the farm, and the kitchen, I was inces- 
santly occupied, and had only time to go over to Stonecliff 
once, to inquire for Mrs. Weir. The visit was unsatisfac- 
tory. Mrs. Temple made many complaints of the new at- 
tendant, and seemed to think that. I was answerable for 
her faults, because I had first mentioned her name. She 
did not allow me to see Mrs. Weir alone, and before I de« 
parted hinted that great changes might soon be expected. 
^^ Mrs. Temple thought of letting Stonecliff for a time ; per* 
haps they might remove from it altogether. Of course, 
wherever they went Mrs. Weir would go also. She could 
not live without them." I made no observation at the time, 
but when I returned home, without asking advice of any 
one, I wrote a letter to Miss Milicent. It was a strong 
measure to take, but I felt it to be necessary. For Mrs. 
Weir to be dragged about wherever Mrs. Temple chose to 
carry her, and with no one to be a check upon her, seemed 
to be not only cruel but dangerous, in the poor lady*s pre- 
sent state. If anythlDg could bring Miss Milicent to see 
her duties in a straightforward way, I thought it might be 
such a plan as this. 

I was waiting for the answer to the letter when the day 
arrived on which Koger and Jessie were expected home. 
We had sent the chaise into Hove for them, and they were 
to. be with us about six o'clock, in time for tea, which was 
put ready for them in the little parlour. I had gathered 
some flowers to make the room look fresh and pretty, and 
made some tea-cakes which I knew Jessie was particularly 
fond of. I pleased myself with thinking that Roger would 
like these little attentions, and as I waited at the garden 
gate, looking up the lane by which they would come, I al- 
most believed that I was anticipating the meeting with pleas- 
ure. It was a glorious evening, warm and yet fresh, the 
very feeling of life was enjoyment; and even William, who 
came in about this time from the farm, and joined me, 
seemed to regain his spirits under its influence. He leaned 
over the gate, straining his poor dim eyes, and fancying he 
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saw, and being almost certain he heard them coming, whilst 
he talked to me of the comfort of having Roger with us, and 
praised Jessie for her thonghtfulness in having written oft- 
en ; and it did me good to hear him. His was a much more 
thankful, contented mind than it used to be. 

" There they are, I am sure those are the wheels now, 
Ursie," he exclaimed. " They are at the top of the lane ; — 
hark I don't you hear ? " 

No, I heard nothing but the noises of the men with the 
cows and horses in the farm-yard. But William's ear was 
sharper than mine. He was right. A turn in the lane had 
hid them from us ; but in a few seconds the chaise was seen, 
coming slowly down the hill. William threw open the gate 
and went out. * 

" Hollo I stop I what are you going round there 
for ? " 

Roger was driving the chaise into the yard, but he drew 
up, and jumped out, and before speaking to us turned round 
to help Jessie. 

" Well I my good fellow ! welcome home again. And, 
Jessie, I may have a kiss now," and William seized Roger's 
hand, whilst he kissed Jessie, and then shook both their 
hands again, scarcely able to express his delight 

" Trot I* my little Trot I " Rocer disenga^d himself from 
William, and gave me a beards niig, and then stood aside 
whilst I welcomed Jessie. " How are you, dear Jessie ? 
Are you very tired ? Have you had a long journey ? You 
must want your tea. It is quite ready for you." The 
words were cold to my own ears, I hope they were not so to 
hers. We went in at the garden gate. Jessie put her arm 
within Roger's, and went first, William and I walked be- 
hind. 

" She is a little tired," said Roger, turning round to me 
as we went in doors. " We had such a day of business and 
sight-seeing yesterday, but we were determined to see every 
thinff. To-night she must go to bed early and have a good 
rost.^' 

" As early as she likes," I said, " only we will give her 
some tea first. I am afraid, Jessie, you won't find every 
thing quite comfortable in your own room. I thought th 
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new chest of drawers would have been sent to-day, but that 
stupid Thompson at Hoye has disappointed me." 

" Never mind, we don't care for chests of drawers, do 
we, love ? " said Ro^er, " Home is the thing. Run up-stairs 
and take off your thmgs, and then come down to tea. And, 
Ursie, if you will just not let her unpack her boxes to-night. 
What are you burdening yourself with that for ? " he added, 
as Jessie took a large brown-paper parcel in her hand ; " all 
you will want now will be the small carpet-bag." Jessie 
said there was something particular in the parcel, she must 
have it, and Roger then took it from her, and went up-stairs 
with it. He had left the carpet-bag, and as it was small I 
carried it up myself. 

" If you will rest it here, Ursie," said Roger, pointing 
to a chair, but not offering to lift the bag, " I can unlock it, 
for I have the keys. I wouldn't trust her with them," he 
added, laughing. 

" How pretty the flowers are," said Jessie ; " and how 
pleasant and bright the room looks, Ursie ; you must have 
taken a great deal of trouble about it." 

Roger gave me a kindly smile ; " She is a good little 
Trot," he said. " The flowers are not quite so grand, Jessie, 
as those we saw in London, are they ? Such a sight, Ursie, 
in C event Garden ! I took Jessie there quite eaxly ; but she 
will tell you all about it, all we have seen and done. A 
capital traveller she makes, and she remembers everything." 

" Ursie, dear, you look tired," said Jessie, when Roger 
went away ; " I am afraid you have been working too hard 
for us." 

I did feel very tired, but I evaded an answer. I don't 
think I felt inclined for pity, and I went down-stairs. 

" The place of honour for you, Jessie," said William, as 
he drew out an arm-chair for her, when she entered the 
room ; Jessie placed herself in it at once. " She does not 
look much the worse for her fatigue, does she ? " said Roger, 
gazing at her with a satisfaction which he did not endeavour 
to conceal. " That gown is the one Mrs. Kemp gave you, 
love, is it not? You must tell her how useM it has 
been," and he stretched out his hand and smoothed down the 
frills, — an action which I could find no fault with, but which 
gave me a most uncomfortable sensation. 
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" By the bye, I have some news to tell you about Mary 
Kemp," said Jessie ; " we heard it in the waiting-room to- 
day, just as we were starting." 

" About John Hervey, rather," said Roger ; " that old 
imcle of his is dead at last, and has left him five thousand 
pounds, to say the least" 

" Of course he will make up to Mary Kemp at once," 
said Jessie. 

" I am not so sure of that," I replied. " They go on 
very oddly, and I know they are not engaged, for Mrs. 
Kemp told me so herself. She only thinks &ej like each 
other." 

" And you have never said any thing to Mary ? " asked 
Jessie. 

" No ; how could I ? If she was not engaged, how could 
I ask her whether she cared for him ? " 

** I should have found it out somehow," said Jessie. " I 
always thought there was a regular engagement." 

'* Women can't understand waiting and fearing," said 
Roger ; and he laughed. 

"It is the fact of there being no engagement which 
puzzles me," I said. " Mary is the last person to let a man 
dangle on, paying her attentions without coming to any con- 
clusion. She has no vanity in her." 

" That is saying more than I would say for any woman," 
observed William. 

" I don't know that women are more vain than men," 
said Roger ; " and if they are, they have more cause to be, 
haven't they, Jessie ? " 

Jessie laughed, and blushed, and gave no direct answer, 
merely remarking that Mary Kemp was better than most 
people. 

" I think you must know more about the affair between 
her and Mr. Hervey than any one else," I said, addressing 
her ; " for I remember it was you who set the rumour afloat, 
and I have all along half-credited it, because you told me it 
was so." 

" Mrs. Price, not I," said Jessie. " She is given to gos- 
sip, and she always declared they would marry." 

"Time will show if we wait long enough," observed 
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Roger, *^ and in the mean season we will give them both our 
best wishes. Jessie, love, you are not eating any thing. 
Have some more tea-cake, this is just the kind you like.'' 

Jessie helped herself to a small piece, but Eoger insisted 
upon her taking what was left, which was little enough. 
William and he never touched such things, he said, and as I 
had made the cakes, I was likely to have had enough of them, 
so the chief duty devolved upon her. 

My face was nearly hidden by the urn. Jessie peeped 
round it and said, " He is very unfair upon you, Ursie. I 
don't at all see why having made the cakes to please me, 
which I am sure you did, you are not to enjoy them ; do 
have some." 

I shook my head, and murmured something ; but I did 
not venture to do more, and making an excuse to fetch some 
sugar, I left the room. Turning into the large parlour, I put 
down the candle upon the table, closed the door, and walked 
up and down the room. 

To be vexed about such trifles I to care for Roger's not 
offering me a piece of cake, or letting me carry a carpet-bag, 
or omitting to notice my flowers. I could not have believed 
it was in me. And to be irritated with Jessie, and her little 
kind thoughtfulness ; — it was actually mean. Did I indeed 
BO dearly love power, that I could not submit to common 
civility from her^ because I had hitherto considered it my 
place to show, rather than to receive attention ? But it was 
noli power that I cared for, I felt sure it was not ; if Roger 
had only recognised that I had worked for ^im ; if he had 
only said that he knew I had done all to please him, I hoped 
I should have been satisfied. But he was engrossed with his 
one object, and what could I expect ? Jessie's thanks and 
attentions were galling, because he was silent. 

I could not comfort myself, I could not even set myself 
right by owning that I was quite wrong. The feelings were 
so mixed. They were selfish and unjust, and yet not with- 
out cause. I waited for a few minutes, just sufficient to 
recover my composure, and then with a hard feeling of 
endurance, under which lay a quiet irritability, ready to 
spring forth at the least provocation, I returned to my place 
at the tea-table. I had not been missed. Roger was giving 
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an account of his London experiences) and calling upon Jes- 
sie to corroborate them, and she was adding little commentB 
and anecdotes, which helped to amuse William, and made our 
evening brighter than it had beei^ since she left us. They 
talked fast and merrily, and seemed satisfied with my atten- 
tion, as I now and then added a word, whilst I helped the 
servant carry away the tea-things, and then went to look 
after some other household matters. 

It must have been merely a fancy of Ko^er's that Jessie 
was tired ; she chattered on as though she had only just risen 
from a ^ood night's rest, and movea about quite briskly. A 
little while before prayers, for instance, Roger was telling 
us something about an exhibition they had seen, and wishing 
he had a book that he had bought, which described it ; he 
said he was too lazy to go and search for it. 

Jessie started up in a moment. " I will go ; let me go, 
Roger, I know just where it is." 

He smiled kindly upon her. " No, love, I can't let you 
trouble yourself; we will look at it to-morrow." 

" Let me go," I said ; " where shall I find it ? " 

" I can't describe where, exactly," said Jessie ; " though 
I can guess, for I packed all his things myself. I suspect it 
is hidden with some other treasures between your second-best 
coat and your wedding waistcoat, Roger," she added laugh- 
ing, as against his orders, she ran up-stairs. 

I sat down again wondering at the change which had 
come over the world, and which had transformed the shy, 
respectful Jessie Lee, scarcely able to look upon Mr. Roger 
without awe, into the attentive, but free and merry little 
wife. She came down again, bringing with her the book, 
and also a note, which Martha had just given her for Roger 
from Mr. Stewart of Hatton. 

^' What is there in it ? " she said, and she peeped over 
his shoulder. 

He smiled and held it for her to read. ^^ Nothing of 
consequence, you see. I will go over some day soon." He 
put the letter in his pocket, and went on talking about the 
exhibition. 

If I felt chilled and jarred, perhaps I may be excused, 
when it is remembered that hitherto 1 had been the petted 
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and privileged person to whom Roger turned on every occa- 
sion, and that now I could not consider myself at liberty to 
go to his room, or inquire the contents of a note, without 
something like an apology. 

Yet Jessie was right in all she did ; that was the greatest 
grievance of all, for if so, surely I must be wrong. 

The first week of Jessie's return was unsettled. She had 
her things to unpack, and Boger was coming to her upon one 
excuse or another every hour, taking her with him to see 
this, or give an opinion upon that. He did not put me 
aside, but he was continually remembering me, and this must 
always be painful to one who has been accustomed to be 
thought of. We had a good many visitors, and wine was 
handed round, and wedding cake eaten; and Jessie looked 
very pretty, and behaved very pleasantly. She seemed quite 
in her fit place, as she sat up in her best silk dress to receive 
the congratulations, and I felt myself in mine as I waited 
upon every one. If I could only keep her a doll, and work 
for her, my task would be easy. But Mrs. Kemp's admoni- 
tions sounded in my ears, and as many days went by, and the 
excitement of the return went off, I felt that we must all face 
our new positions, and follow out life accordingly. And how 
to begin ? I made my first effort on a baking day. We 
were very busy as usual, but I heard something about a 
drive for Jessie in the afternoon, and I knew that she was 
up-stairs doing something to her dress in preparation for it. 

I sent Esther Smithson to her, to ask if she would be 
home late, and whether Jane, our little school-girl, was to be 
kept to help clean up the kitchen. 

Esther brought me back word, that if I would jilst settle 
the matter, Mrs. Grant would be obliged. It was uncertain 
how late she should be. 

Upon this, I went up to Jessie, and foimd her at her 
work, and as it happened, Boger with her. He had come in 
from the farm only a few minutes before. 

" What do you want. Trot ? " he said cheerfally, as I 
entered the room. " She is a bird of ill omen, Jessie, isn't 
she? always full of business." 

" Mine is an easy business, for once in a way," I said. 
'^ I only want to make Jessie say what she wishes." 
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" Anything that you wish, Urne, I am snre," aud Jes- 
sie. " Yon know a great deal better than I da Do joa 
think, Boger, we shall hare time to go roimd by Stoneidif^ 
if we set off at half-past three ? " 

" We will try," he said ; " I know yoa hare set your 
heart npon going to Mrs. Weir." 

" If you do go that way,'^ I said, " yoa might just stop 
and see little Jane's mother, and talk to her about the child's 
coming earlier in the mornings." 

^' If we pass the cottage, we can," answered Jessie ; " Imft 
I am not sure Uiat we shall go that road." 

'' What is little Trot thinking of? " said Boger, patting 
me on the shoulder, and noticing, as I suppose, my grave 
face. 

'< Only," I said, li^tly, " that if Mrs. Grant does not 
give her own orders, people won't understand that they are 
bound to obey theuL" 

'^ Mrs. Grant has such an excellent substitute," said Jes- 
sie, laughing. " She does not want to give orders. Whj, 
Ursie, you know twenty times more about housekeeping thu 
I do." 

'^ Then isn't it time you should learn ? " I said. 

" She will learn from you," said Roger, quickly, " she 
can't have a better teacher. Tou know I told you, Ursiey 
that no one wanted to turn you out of your place." 

'^ But I may wish to vacate it," I said, and then observ- 
ing that Boger and Jessie both looked rather uncomfortable, 
I added, '^ At any rate, I don't wish to fiU it entirely by 
myself; so, Jessie, dear, do tell me how long you think you 
shall be out this afternoon, and whether you would wish ua 
to keep Jane." 

" I suppose she may as well stay," said Jessie, " if you 
think it necessary." 

" There is a good deal to do," I said, " because of the 
baking." 

^' Oh ! yes, I forgot. How stupid of me ; I ought not 
to have fixed my drive for to-day ! But now it is all ar- 
ranged. I suppose it does not very much signify." 

" Not much. Will you remember to tell Jane's mother 
what you have to complain of? " 
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" If I don't forget, I will, certainly ; and, Ursie, will you 
and William try to settle a day for a party ? People are 
asking me out so, I must have them here in return, mustn't I, 
Roger?" 

He smiled an assent, and Jessie, who had left her work 
to talk to me, went on with it diligently. 

Roger followed me as I went away. " You are yexed, 
Ursie, about something ; what is it ? " 

" Nothing, nothing," was my answer. 

^' Nothing has no meaning; I must know." 

^' Nothing that you can remedy ; or at least that you will 
remedy," I said. 

" Then you think me very much altered. I always have 
wished to remedy what you found fault with." 

^' Not altered, Roger. Oh ! no, it was what I ought to 
have known ; " but I felt myself becoming mysterious, and 
knew that would make me irritating, so I burst through all 
reserve and prudence, and added, ^' I am afraid you are go- 
ing the way to spoil Jessie." For almost the first time in 
his life, I saw him look proud and hurt 

" That is a grave charge," he said. " I don't quite per- 
ceive what reason you have to make it." 

" If you make a dolf of her," I said, " you must spoil 
her." 

" Making a doll of her, I suppose, means makmg her 
useless. She is scarcely that, for she is always busy." 

" Yes, with her own concerns, and I don't mean to say 
that she does not help me when I ask her." 

" And when you don't ask her," he said. *^ She has 
taken upon herself entirely the duty of waiting upon 
WiUiam." 

'* Because she likes reading aloud," was on my lips ; but 
I would not say it, for it would have annoyed him, so I an- 
swered, " People speak of her as the mistress of Sandcombe, 
and therefore it is right that she should attend to the 
duties." 

He misunderstood me completely, my ill-concealed irri- 
tation misled him as to my feelings, and he replied, ^' No- 
body wishes to take power from you, Ursie ; Jessie least 
of all." • 



94 U B S U L A . 

" Of course, of oourse not, — ^I don't think of Buch a thing ; 
— Roger, why can't you understand ? " 

" Because you create difficulties where there are none," 
he replied ; " Jessie is willing to make a slave of herself, if 
it is needed. She will work herself to death if I will let her. 
All she wants is just to be told what to do ; and, Ursie, I 
have quite depended upon you for that" 

Quite right — quite true I but there was a falsity at the 
bottom ; and I could not make him see it. Jessie went for 
her drive, saw Mrs. Weir, called upon little Jane's mother, 
came home and told me of it, as if she had done a meritori- 
ous deed, — then helped me in the kitchen, read to William ; 
and because I asked her to do it, hemmed table-cloths after 
tea, and went to bed, thinking, I am sure, that she had done 
me a favour, and sacrificed herself to assist me in my duties. 



CHAPTER LVI. 

My letter from Miss Milicent came, though not till after 
considerable delay. I opened it anxiously, prepared to 
be provoked, if it were only by Miss Milicent's scrawling 
letters upon the thin foreign paper. 

"Dear Ubsie Grant, 

" I received your letter a fortnight ago. I should have 
answered it before if I had known what to say. Matilda 
Temple is doing just what I thought she would ; I can't 
think why my mother submits. 

*' If you were to tell her that you think it bad for my 
mother to go away, perhaps she would be frightened and 
stay where me is, for she does not like you, and thinks you 
speak your mind. As to my coming home, I should do no 
good if I was there, for my mother never ^tens to me, and 
Matilda Temple and I can't help quarrelling. My father and 
I are going into Normandy soon, he has some business there. 
If I come home at all it must be to get some money, for no 
one sends me any. I am sorry your brother Roger has mar- 
ried Jessie Le# I thought he was a wiser man. I never 
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had a sister-in-law, so I don't know how I should like one. 
I am glad you have taken to seeing my mother oftener. She 
likes you better than most people, and you understand her 
whimsies. I should like to hear about the school-children at 
Oompton. This is a strauge place, the people's ways are so 
odd. As I don't go to their churches, I feel very like a 
heathen. 

" My father is out a good deal, and I only know a few 

r arsons, but it will be pleasant enough going into Normandy, 
wish, if you hear of any one coming to France, you would 
send me a pair of stout boots, such as the shoemaker at Hat- 
ton used to make for me. I can't get such here. Paris is a 
very flimsy place. I have great trust in you, Ursie Grant, 
and am sure that you wiU manage best in keeping my mother 
near you. 

" I am glad you wrote, for I don't often hear- any Comp- 
ton news. 

" Your sincere Friend, 

"MiLiCBNT Wbib," 

Did all the world do their duty by deputy? That was 
almost my first thought, when I had finished Miss Milicent's 
letter. Such a quiet way of setting a claim aside, and letting 
it fall upon another, was so startling, that, really, it was 
enough to make me think I was under a mistake— and that 
Miss Milicent was not bound to come home and take care of 
her mother, but might rightly leave all to me. 

Persons who have a clear eye to their duties lay them- 
selves open, I have observed, to much more blame from the 
world than those who turn away and don't appear to see 
them. The standard we set up for ourselves is that which, 
for the most part, people expect us to follow. As, for in- 
stance, when a man is indolent, or extravagant, or selfish, it 
is commonly said, " Oh ! yes, but what can you expect from 
such a man ? " As if the faults which he permitted to him- 
self were his excuse. I found this even with regard to Miss 
Milicent. I believe Mrs. Kemp and myself were almost the 
only persons who had not learned to say, '^ Well ! she is so 
odd and so wilful, that it does not much signify. She 
must go her own way, for she will never go any other per* 
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son's." And I know I was thought uncharitable, when I saw 
that the fact of her not being able to be of use to her mother 
was a fault, and could never be an excuse for remaining 
away. In this free country of England, we are, upon the 
whole, willing to let erery one be what he chooses, so long 
as he gives notice of it, that others may not come in his way. 
But England is not Heaven, and we English people are not 
angels, and I suppose the judgment of the angels in Heaven 
may be somewhat different from ours. I was wrong, though, 
in saying that Mrs. Kemp and myself were the only persons, 
there was one other — John Hervey ; and I had an opportu- 
nity of talking to him upon the matter soon after receiving 
Miss Milicent^s letter. He was less at Sandcombe than he 
used to be, and when he did come we said but little to each 
other. Though I felt he understood my disappointment 
about Koger, I could not talk of it, and he was just so inti- 
mate that there was no choice between keeping on the sur- 
face of all things, or going deep into them. Mrs. Weir, how- 
ever, was neutral ground, and I was pleased to have his sym- 
pathy, and pleased too to hear a little about the money that 
had been left him, and to sound him about Mary Kemp. 
His feelinc for her was a real perplexity to me. Like her I 
was sure ne did, and she liked him. They were excellent 
friends and cousins, and quite at home with each other. 
Only too much so, I thought, for anything more serious. 
The world, however, had so long set it down that they were 
to be married, it was difficult to rid oneself of the impression. 
The time when I had the longest talk with him was one day 
when he came oter to dine, and was to ride into Hove with 
Boger afterwards. I saw him by myself before dinner, and 
showed him Miss Milicent's letter, about which he felt as I 
did, and said that I ought not to give in so easily, but should 
make another effort to put her duty plainly before her. Mrs. 
Weir would no doubt be pleased to have her home again, and 
this new plan of Mrs. Temple's was just the opportunity for 
breaking up the joint household, and settling Mrs. Weir 
again in a home of her own. I asked him whether Miss 
Milicent was at all necessary to her father, but he said that 
from all he could learn she did more harm than good to Mr. 
Weir, for she encouraged his schemes, which were fast lead- 
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ing him into difficulties abroad, as they had done in England ; 
and haying her with him was an excuse for living in an ex- 
pensive part of the town, and seeing more company than he 
ought. Moreover, he was always falling back upon his 
daughter's money, and tnaking her write urgent letters for 
remittances, to which he could have no right except on her 
account, and which prevented Mrs. Weir from putting by any 
thing to pay his old debts as she much wished to do. 

" Altogether, Ursie," concluded Mr. Hervey, " thfe case 
is not such a perplexing one as people choose to think ; and 
though it would startle folks to hear me say it, I believe it 
would be settled more justly in Gt)d's sight by a calculation 
of pounds, shillings, and pence, than by any talk about right 
and wrong, and conflicting claims, which are only determined 
by every one's own fancy." 

" People don't like pounds, shillings, and pence," I said ; 
" it is such a mean way of arranging things." 

" Very true," he replied. " But, Ursie, isn't it mean be- 
cause we choose to make it so ? After all, there must be 
some great use and intention in a thing which has such an 
enormous influence in the world as money ; it can't be only 
a snare. And sometimes when I think, — ^which you know," 
he added, laughing, " I only do now and then for a change, 
— ^but when I do think, it seems to me that money is the rep- 
resentative of many chief virtues, — justice, and generosity, 
and self-denial, — and that if a man could, through G-od's 
help, keep himself quite straight with regard to it, he would 
travd fast and far on the road to perfection ; whilst a fault 
with regard to it seems to me, in like manner, to be no trifle, 
but a deep, fundamental flaw at the root of a person's char- 
acter, which there are ten chances to one will in the end lead 
him quite astray." 

He was right, I felt, and I could have talked more to 
him, only dinner was ready. I gained a new notion of him 
from that conversatiou, more like what I used to have' of 
Koger. He was not apt to come out with thoughts, though 
he was very quick, and shrewd, and infinitely good-natured. 
One thing I fbrgot to mention, he told me that Mrs. Temple 
was actually making inquiries for a tenant to take the re- 
mainder of her lease of Stonecliff. That threatened ft 
Vol. II— 5 
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speedier removal than I had calculated upon, and it worried 
me not a little. 

Jessie, that day, was full of her party : she called it hers, 
and talked of " what I wish," " what I shall do," quite natu- 
rally. Eoger laughed at her a little, and reminded her that 
they must both ask Mrs. Housekeeper's permission, meaning 
mine ; and then she would turn round to me very pleasantly, 
and ask me what I thought about things, which if I objected 
to would I knew be carried against me by the mere power 
of her pretty entreaties. Still I did object sometimes, be- 
cause I considered it right ; but I don't feel at all sure that 
I did it as I ought to have done, or without showing annoy- 
ance. The great question was whether it should be only a 
common tea-party and supper, or whether we should try to 
get up a dance. I preferred the tea-party ; it was more what 
we had been used to. I thought at first, we should not have 
enough for a dance. Besides, I had a dread of beginning that 
kind of thing for Jessie ; her head was so easily turned ; 
and if we set the example, others would be sure to follow it, 
and then there would be constant going out, and the regular 
farm life would be quite interrupted. What I wished was 
to ask a few neighbours at a time to drink tea, or even to 
dine, if we liked it, and entertain them in the old-fashioned 
way ; perhaps with a rubber of whist, if they were elderly 
people, or with forfeits and games, if they were young. T 
should not have cared either if we had chosen to send for a 
fiddler, and dance just amongst ourselves when the evening 
came, but the thing I disapproved qf was the notion of giving 
a large dancing party ; and this I saw was what William and 
Roger both disliked also in their hearts, only, to humour 
Jessie, they would not openly object. 

John Hervey quizzed her, declaring that she wished to show 
off like Mrs. Price ; and asking her how she would send out her 
invitations ; whether she meant to be " at home " on such an 
evening, as he had heard the great London people were. She 
bore his bantering extremely well, and seemed rather to en- 
joy it than otherwise. I wished I could enjoy it too, but 
things were too serious underneath all this joking. I felt 
they so little knew, any of them, the mischief they were doing 
her ; Eoger would have seen it if he had looked upon her as a 
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responsible person, with serious duties to attend to,-and lie 
would then have objected strongly to all the fuss, and trouble, 
and upsetting of our ordinary life. But I was the manager 
and mistress, and the farm would, he knew, go on just as well 
whether Jessie went out and gave parties, or stayed at home 
quietly. His trust in me was imbounded, and the more he 
trusted, the more he was induced to indulge his wife. 

I carried my point so far that Eoger at last took my side 
in saying that he should not like to ask people to a regular 
dance, and William supported us ; but when we began to talk 
over the guests to be inrited, the numbers mounted up so fast, 
that I felt tolerably certain how the affair would end. Jessie, 
I was sure, was longing to ask Mr. Price. She «ive seyeral 
hints about it, but Eoger did not take them, and I pretended 
not to understand them, for I thought it better to talk the 
matter over with her when we were by ourselves, and when 
I might be able to show her quietly the unfitness of such a 
proposal, which as likely as not might give Mrs. Price of- 
fence. We were lingering over the dinner talking, and I was 
beginning to feel a little impatient, having a good deal of 
work before me for the afternoon, when Esther Smithson came 
running into the room, in a great hurry, to tell us that there 
was a horse coming down the lane at such a pace, she thought 
it must be running away, the gentleman did not seem able to 
stop it. One of the parlour windows looked towards the lane, 
and we all hurried to it, and saw, as Esther had described, a 
horse at full gallop coming up to the farmyard gate. 
" He will be thrown," said Jessie in a frightened tone. 
" The gate had better be opened, Koger," said William, 
but before he had spoken, Eoger had gone out. He was not in 
time, however ; the horse came to a sudden and violent stop, 
and the shock threw the rider upon the ground, with his head 
agwnst the gate. We were naturally very much alarmed, 
and all except William ran out directly. But before we 
reached the spot we heard the farm men saying there were no 
bones broken, the gentleman was only bruised, and we soon 
saw him sitting on the bank, holding his head with both 
hands, but otherwise apparently not much hurt. I knew him 
directly — ^it was Mr. Macdonald ; and Jessie knew him too, 
and kept, as I observed, a little in the baokgrooad. He did 
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not seem to remark any of ns particnlarl j, but thanked us gen- 
erally for onr anxiety, and said he would mount his horse 
again and ride back to Dene. It was a stupid business, the 
animal had taken fright at a wheel-barrow. 

I earnestly hoped that Mr. Macdonald would do as he 
proposed, but Eoger, I suppose, thought it inhospitable, and 
pressed him to come in and have a glass of wine. 

" Not wine, I hope," was my whisper to John Hervey, as 
we stood apart ; ^' do let him go ; Boger knows nothing about 
him." 

John smiled, and putting himself forward said : " With 
saoh a bruise as Mr. Macdonald has, the kindest offering 
would be ointment and bandages. I don't know whether 
there are such things at Sandcombe." 

" At any rate, rest won't hurt any one after such a fall," 
said Eoger, rather in a persisting tone. ^^ Jessie, will you 
just go in, and tell William that Mr. Macdonald is coming." 

John Hervey and I cast despairing glances at each 
other ; he seemed amused, so was not £ Mr. Macdonald 
rose from his seat on the bank directly he heard Jessie's 
name, and going up to her shook hands, and said he had not 
known her, he hoped she would excuse it, but his head was 
in such a state of confusion ; and he put his hand up as 
though he was in pain. 

(Jessie curtsied and looked very awkward — and urged 
nothing about his going into the house, till Boger mentioned 
it again ; and then both she and I were obliged to say some- 
thing, merely that we might not appear inhospitable. But I 
confess I did it with a bad grace ; and when Jessie went on 
before, I walked behind with Mr. Hervey, and left Boger to 
entertain our new guest. 

He made himself agreeable enough in the house, perhaps 
the fall had cleared his head ; and i^en I could get over my 
innate dislike to him, I was obliged to own that Jessie was not 
so absolutely to be condemned for having liked him. Boger, 
after a while, went off with John Hervey, and told Jessie to 
do the honours ; so she took her work and sat down in the 
parlour — and I did the same, though it was very inconvenient 
to me. Mr. Macdonald must have stayed nearly an hour, 
talking all the time, though still complaining of his head. A 
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good deal passed between him and Jessie about people whom 
I only knew by name, but it was all in a light way ; though I 
thought I could perceive something like pique in his tone, and 
Jessie was nervous and short in her answers. If I had not 
known how affairs had once stood between them, I should not 
have noticed anything particular. But I was provoked with 
Jessie for sending a message to Mrs. Price through him, and 
still more provoked with William for saying, as Mr. Mac- 
donald bade him good-bye : " You have found your way to 
Sandcombe once. Sir, accidentally. I hope the next time 
you will come on purpose ; we shall always be very glad to see 
you." The moment he was gone I could not help expressing 
what I fek, and saying that I thought a man with Mr. Mao- 
donald's known habits was not desirable company ; but Wil- 
liam only lauffhed and told me that if I was so strait-laced, I 
must needs diut myself up entirely. And then, I suspect, 
being a little conscience-stricken, he called to Jessie, and 
asked her to fetch the newspaper and read to him — ^and so 
the conversation was stopped. 

But I was not going to let the matter rest. I went to 
Boger that same evening, when he came back from Hatton — 
not telling him exactly that I wanted to talk to him, for I 
don't think men like that, they always think something mufl^.^ 
be going wrong in money matters — ^but entering upon Het 
subject accidentally, as it were, as we strolled round the 
garden. " Mr. Macdonald," I said, '^ stayed a long time, and 
made himself more agreeable than I expected." 

" Yes," replied Roger. " He is a good kind of inoffen- 
sive young man. I don't half believe T^at the world says of 
him." 

^'I was wondering about it myself, this afternoon," was 
my reply. " But I am afraid it is all but too true, and I 
was sorry on that account that William asked him to come 
again." 

" Are you ? " said Boger, and he thought a little. " Well ! 
I don't know that I am." 

" He won't suit you," I said. 

" No, not at all," and Boger laughed. " But you know, 
Ursie, when one has done a man an unkindness, without 
meaning it, one is not sorry to have the opportunity of show- 
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ing him a civility. I couldn't have pressed him to come to 
Sandcombe myself, bat I am not sorry that William did it." 

" He has no right to think it an unkindness/' I said ; 
«yoa had as much right to fall in love with Jessie as he 
had." 

'^ Unkindness is not perhaps the right word ; but it must 
make a man feel odd to see the person who has carried off 
just the very thing which he had wished for. And if, under 
such circumstances, he can meet one with an open hand and 
an open heart, why I think it is to his credit." 

** The credit of his taste, perhaps," I replied ; " I don't 
know that it says quite so much for his feeling." 

" You would like a little jealousy," he said. " I think 
women always do. But I never was jealous myself, Ursie, 
and I don't understand jealousy in others." 

" How can you tell that you are not jealous ? " I said ; 
" you, who were accepted the very first moment you made the 
offer." 

" Well I that is true. But one thine I know, Ursie, that 
if I had had the slightest notion that Jessie doubted about 
her feeling for me-— if there had been any other person for 
whom she had even the inkling of a preference, I would have 
waited three, six, twelve months, and would at last have 
ffiven her up entirely, rather than marry with the chance of 
finding that my wife had made a mistake." 

" Then you are jealous," I said. 

" No, not in the least. It would not have been from 
jealousy, but the wish to see the woman I loved happy, 
whether it were with me or with any other person." 

" You say more than many would," I replied. 

" I say what I believe every honourable man, not eaten 
up by selfishness, feels, if he does not say it. You may not 
put faith in me, Ursie, but Jessie did." 

An uncomfortable misgiving came over me. '^ You 
mean," I said, ^' that Jessie assured you she had never cared 
for any one but you." 

'^ I did not ask her the question. I was not going to 
search into all the secrets of her little heart in days gone by. 
I had no right to do so. But I did ask whether at that time 
she felt herself free to give me a full, undivided affection." 
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" And she answered, yes." 

" Of course, heartily, yes. If she had not, we should not 
now have been man ahd wife. More than that, of her own 
accord afterwards she assured me that the only person who 
had ever paid her any decided attention was Lieutenant 
Macdonald, for whom ahe had never felt anything approach- 
ing to real regard. You see, Ursie, it would be too silly now 
to turn round and be jealous." 

" Too silly, indeed," I said ; but an impression of some- 
thing disagreeable remained on my mind. I was tempted to 
say — " I suppose you know that Mr. Macdonald actually 
proposed to efessie ? " — ^but I was prevented by the dread of 
interfering in the slightest degree between husband and wife 
— ^a dread first inculcated by Mrs. Weir in bygone days, and 
since deeply impressed upon me by experience. Roger saw 
that I was not satisfied, but his thoughts took a difiierent di- 
rection from mine. He fancied that in some way I did not 
do justice to Jessie. 

" I think, Ursie," he said, " that you scarcely understand 
Jessie. You look upon her as a child still, and seem to won- 
der that I should treat her as a woman." 

" No, indeed," I replied; " I only think that she is young." 

'^ Not so very much younger than you are ; and I am sure 
no one can behave more discreetly than she does." 

What could I say ? It would have been irritating to tell 
him she had not yet been tried. So I made no reply, and 
Boger was pained, and thought I was cross ; and thus we 



The invisible barrier which had lately been growing 
up between us, was by degrees becoming visible. Jessie 
took apparently very little interest in Mr. Macdonald, and 
scarcely mentioned his name. I said- to her in the evening 
that it was strange he should have been brought to Sand- 
combe in that way, for it certainly must have been unplea- 
sant to him ; and her reply was — " Oh, he must have forgot- 
ten all that nonsense now." But as soon as she said the 
words she tried to change the subject ; and I, being deter- 
mined to satisfy myself upon one point, continued it. 

" I am glad Roger knows about it all," I said. " It is 
so much better not to have secrets from a husband." 
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" Oh, yes ! much better — ^mnch — " 
" And," I added, " they met very pleasantly and cor- 
dially, considering that Mr. Macdonald was a disappointed 



*^ I don't think he took his disappointment much to heart," 
replied Jessie. 

'^ I suppose Eoger knows he actually made you an offer," 
I said. 

" No — ^yes — ^no. I told him everything generally." 

The answer did not please me. " Dear Jessie," I said, 
" you won't mind my telling you that Boger likes to hear 
things particularly, not generally. It can't make any differ- 
ence to you or to any one, his knowing this fact ; and yet it 
is just one which he might be annoyed to think was kept 
from him." 

" I can't go back to the old subject," said Jessie. '' I 
hate it, and, as you say, it won't make any difference." 

" I have known Boger longer and more intimately than 
you have, Jessie," I said. " I know he has such strict 
notions of confidence between husband and wife." 

I could not imagine why my words took such effect upon 
her, but she turned quite pale, and, bursting into tears, said 
she was sure I did not love her, and that I did not like her 
marriage. She had .felt it from the beginning, my manner 
had never been cordial, and people had noticed it. 

It was the most trying of all accusations, — the least ad- 
mitting of explanation. I could only say that she was wrong 
in listening to such nonsense ; that I loved her very dearly, 
and was only anxious for her to be happy ; and by degrees 
the fit of petulance subsided ; but I could not sj^in approach 
the subject of Mr. Macdonald, though it rostecT on my mind 
as a weight which I tried in vain to shako off. 



CHAPTER LVII. 

Before I again heard from Miss Milicent, an application 
had been made for Stonecliff ; it was to be let for a year, and 
Mrs. Temple was preparing to go to the neighbourhood of 
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London. Though I had been warned beforehand, the news 
came upon me like a thunderbolt, and in a moment faults of 
omission and neglect, as regarded Mrs. Weir, which I had 
never thought of before, seemed to rise up and reproach me. 

I had been placed in a very difficult position, and had it 
but little in my power to serve her. There were a hundred 
excuses to be made, but I felt that I had not done my utmost 
for her. Latterly, especially, I had been so engrossed in our 
own home affairs, that I had given her comparatively few of 
my thoughts, and little of my time. Partly indeed this was 
owing to Mrs. Temple, who often interfered to prevent my 
seeing her ; but Mrs. Weir could not be expected to under- 
stand this, and whenever I did visit her, always seemed to 
be so comforted by her trust in me, that it made me more 
and more anxious to be of some permanent use to her. I 
believe she fully believed that I was working all this time to 
further her wishes, whilst I was conscious that I was doing 
and could do nothing for her. This always made me very 
unhappy, and now she was to be taken quite away from me 
for months, perhaps even entirely; for in spite of Mrs. 
Temple's economy, I shrewdly suspected she had been living 
beyond her means, and that the removal from Stoneclifif was 
but the first step to larger measures of retrenchment. If this 
were so, Mrs. Weir, as long as she was with her, would be 
the first to suffer. I pondered the matter till I grew nervous 
in my anxiety, and at last I did, what lately I had been 
almost afraid to do ; I went to Boger to open my heart 
to him. 

I found him consulting with Jessie over several notes 
which had just been received, answers to the invitations to 
the party. I was a little surprised to see so many, and Boger 
and Jessie were surprised also. They were reckoning up 
numbers, and found that if we asked any more, we should 
have at least ten more than we had at first calculated upon. 
Jessie enjoyed the prospect ; she liked a crowd, she said, 
they should be all the merrier. Boger looked a little grave ; 
but turned the case over to me. 

" We are in a difficulty, Ursie," he said ; " I don't see 
how the rooms will hold them alL" 

<^ There is the barn," I said in a joking tone. 
Vol IL— 5^ 
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" The bam ! oh ! yes, how delightfdl I " exclaimed Jessie. 
"I never thought of iiiat Don't you remember, Roger, 
when Mr. Stewart gave his tenants' ball, we all danced in the 
bam? I declare, Ursie, you have the best head of us alL" 

'^ But I am not Mr. Stewart," said Eoger, ^^ and I have 
no tenants." 

" And I did not know we were going to give a grand 
dance," I added. 

Jessie's face showed her disappointment Boger smoothed 
her hair, and kissed her as he said, " We must keep within 
bounds, dear love, or folks will laugh at us. You know I 
am but Boger G^rant, of Sandcombe, and you are but Boger 
Grant's wife. I don't think it will quite do to go to the ex- 
pense of fitting up the bam for a dance." 

'^ It would not be more expense than dancing in the great 
parlour," said Jessie ; " but of course if Ursie objects — " 

" If Boger objects, you mean," I said. " I have no voice 
in the matter." 

" Oh, Ursie I as if Boger did not do everything you 
thought right Why, you J^ow you are quite mistress here." 

** Both are mistresses," said Boger, quickly. " Ursie, for 
the sake of auld lang syne, and Jessie, because she has such 
a grand name, — Mrs. Grant. You know the world will 
expect a great deal of Mrs. Grant," he added, smiling fondly 
upon her. 

" Yes," I said, " and so for once in a way I want Mrs. 
Grant to take a little authority upon herself, and order things 
her own way, and leave me to go about a little business I 
have in hand. Boger, can I speak with you for a few 
minutes ? " 

He looked at Jessie unwilling to leave her. '^ You are 
vexed, little one," he said; '^but you don't think I would 
say * No ' if I oould help it ? " 

" No," replied Jessie, " only — ^" 

" Only what ? let us have it out" 

'* Only Ursie does put herself against things, and if, as 
she says, I am mistress — " 

*' But you are not mistress, love. How should we get 
on without Ursie ? " 

' But Jessie is mistress;," I said, '' and she must leam to 
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manage for herself. I only want her to do it in all things, 
not only when it is a question of a party." 

" You are sisters," said Roger ; " which will settle the 
difference. You agree to that, donH you, Ursie ? " 

'* Yes," I said, but I don't think my tone pleased him. 
He looked from one to the other in annoyance. I knew so 
well what was passing in his mind. " Oh ! you women, how 
difficult you are to manage, with your petty jealousies ! " 
Perhaps I might have retaliated with, '^ Oh ! you men, how 
provoking you are with your want of straightforward, moral 
courage 1 " But I could not retaliate upon Eoger, it was too 
deeply painful to me to feel that in any way, even in judg- 
ment, he could be in fault. 

Jessie, who really was very good-tempered upon the 
whole, quickly recovered herself, and saying that she did not 
want to make a fuss, no doubt we knew best, carried off her 
notes to make a list of the persons who had accepted the in- 
vitation, after which she said, she should '^ go and look after 
WiUiam." 

"She is very good and dear, isn't she?" said Soger, 
gazing after her as she left the roouL 

"I don't know what William would do without- her," 
was my reply ; " I am sure I could never find time to read 
to him as ^e does." 

" And yet you are not satisfied with the place she takes 
in the house," continued Roger, " and you won't accept the 
joint dignity of a sister." 

"How do you know?" I inquired, and I laughed a 
little, hoping to turn off the subject lightly. 

" I couldn't help seeing it," he said — ^** your face always 
was a tell-tale. Trot." 

" Never mind what I will accept, or what I won't," I 
said. " We shall do very well if Jessie will only remember 
that some day I may leave her, and that she had better 
practise being mistress beforehand." 

He thought a little upon the answer, but he did not 
press the matter. I: think he knew me too well to force 
upon me a subject which he saw I avoided; and we began 
talking about Mrs. Weir. Then he was quite hmiselt— tne 
Roger of the olden time, full of sympathy, understandmg 
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just what it was that troubled me, and giving me the best 
advice. I was not, he said, to consider myself responsible 
for the duties which others might choose to put upon me. 
Miss Milicent's having said that I was to look after her 
mother, did not make it my business or take the burden 
from her, so he begged me not to trouble myself because 
occupations at home had prevented my doing as much 
for Mrs. Weir as I could have wished. The hopes I had 
held out myself were of more consequence. He thought 
I had been a little hasty in leading Mrs. Weir to trust so 
much in me, but I was bound to help her if I could, and 
he considered that I ought to go over to Stoneclifif and see 
her again, and if I found her seriously nervous at the pros- 
pect of going away, I should lose no time in putting the case 
before Mr. Richardson, and consulting with him either by 
speaking, or writing to him if he was still kept away, upon 
the best measures to be taken to bring Miss Milioent back, 
and replace Mrs. Weir in an independent home. Of course 
this required thought and judgment, for I was in a position 
which would make it extremely impertinent in me openly to 
interfere. Eoger ended his advice by a^ hearty kiss, and an 
assurance that he trusted me entirely, and did not know any 
person who would manage such a difficult business better. 

The praise was very pleasant, but I could not live upon 
it. It plated and brightened me for the rest of the day, and 
Roger was satisfied, I suspect, at seeing me in good spirits ; 
but when things rest upon a false foundation, there can be no 
real stability for happiness. I had said all I dared say about 
the party, but when I found Jessie still bent upon asking 
everyone at once, I had nothing to do but to give in, — and 
arrange it in the best way I could. It certainly did pro- 
voke me to have so much trouble put upon me, as if it was 
only my proper share, and I could not help thinking that if 
Jessie had been in my place, she would have been less 
anxious for numbers ; but I tried, I hope heartily, not to 
show what I felt. The party was fixed for that day week. 
The notion of the barn was given up. Roger was firm about it, 
and William quite scouted the idea, and we did not say we 
were going to dance ; — ^but when such numbers were brought 
together,— especially people from Hove, who would come a 
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distance of seven miles, — ^I know we must do something in 
the way of dancing, to amuse them. I think Jessie was 
pleased when she heard in a found-about way through Mar- 
tha, that every one was talking of the grand party to be 
given at Sandcombe, aod I was pleased so far that it brought 
Mrs. Kemp over to know the truth of the report, and ask if 
she could be of any use. John Hervey drove her over. I 
was glad to have the opportunity of talking to him about 
Mrs. Weir, for I knew that I might not have him long to 
consult. He talked of taking another house now that he had 
more money, and moreover he was so continually at Long- 
side, and with Mary Kemp, that I had little doubt how 
things were going on, and that he would soon be entirely 
taken up with his own affairs. " What is all this I hear, 
Ursie ? " said Mrs. Kemp, as she came into the parlour, look- 
ing the picture of kindness and good-humour. " Fine doings 
and strange ones they tell me !— 5 hadn't a notion that Sand- 
combe could excite such a commotion in the world." 

" What do you mean ? " I said. 

" Why ! I was in Hove yesterday, gossiping as you 
know one always ^oea there — and wherever I went it was, 
' Well ! Mrs. Kemp, of course we are to meet you at Sand- 
combe,' — till at last I opened my eyes, and found that I was 
in for a grand entertainment, instead of a quiet little tea- 
party. Whose doing is it ? " 

" I can't tell," said John Hervey ; " not Ursie's, you may 
be sure." 

" Not mine, indeed," I said ; " but when one hasn't 
strength to go against the stream, one must needs turn 
round and go with it ; — so, dear Mrs. Kemp, you are come 
just in time to give me all kinds of advice, — and Mr. Her- 
vey you are just in time too, for I wanted to ask you what 
you had heard lately about Stonecliff and Mrs. Weir. 

" About Mrs. Weir is soon told," he said, " she is gone." 

" Gone I " I exclaimed ; and I felt terribly frightened. 
« Where ? What do you mean ? Gone I By herself ? " 

^-^ Not quite so bad as that. Mrs. Temple has carried 
her off safely enough. But the report is, that it was not till 
Mrs. Weir had made the effort to walk off by herself." 

I sat quite silent for a few moments, for I' was thunder- 
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stmok ; bitter tears of self-reproach gathered in my ^es, 
and I added : 

" I would have seen her, I would have done anything for 
her, God knows ; but lately they would seldom let me go 
near her. Poor lady ! and she must have thought me so 
neglectful Did she really try to go away by herself? " 

" So they say," replied John. " That is, the night before 
last she got up, and began packing her things, and saying 
she couldn't be absent from her husband any longer, and 
talking so that the young woman who took Jessie's place was 
quite frightened, and called up Mrs. Temple : and the end 
of it was, that yesterday afternoon they all went off, where, 
no one seems quite to know. Letters are to be sent to Lon- 
don. The cook who is left in charge of the house brought 
me a note frt)m Mrs. Temple about some business matters, 
and that was how I heard it all, for they kept it very close. 
She says that she is nearly sure Mrs. Weir believed she was 
really to be taken to her husband, but of course there is no 
thought of that." 

'^ They are much more likely to take her to a lunatic 
asylum," said Mrs. Kemp. 

I started up, and almost screamed. '' Oh 1 never, never, 
it is imposible. She is no more out of her mind than I am. 
It is oidy the way they have gone on with her." 

" There is no fear of an asylum," said Mr. Hervey. " At 
least not without clear proof that her brain is troubled. Mrs. 
Temple knows quite well how far she may go. Most likely 
she is taken up to London for medical advice." 

'^ One drop of kindness would do more for her than a 
hundred drops of medicine," I exclaimed. " Oh ! if I had 
never left her, if I had only sone my own way and lived with 
her!" 

" Matters mightn't have been one iota better," said Mrs. 
Kemp, quietly. " We mustn't judge of any thing we do by 
its consequences, Ursie." 

I fancied John Hervey looked as though he rather agreed 
with me, and considered 1 had been wrong ; and I remem- 
bered how, some time ago, he had blamed me for not inter- 
fering to prevent Mrs. Weir's going to Stonecliffl The 
thought was very painful to me, and my head was in such a 
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state of collision from surprise and worry that I could not 
reason clearly. 

" Poor child I I don't like to see you take on so," said 
Mrs. Kemp, for I could keep up no longer, and my tears fell 
fast. 

'^ I believed I should hear from Miss Milicent to-day," I 
said ; " and then I meant to have gone over at once to Mr. 
Eichardson, if he is come back, and consulted him." 

" He came last night," said John ; " I should not wonder 
if that had something to do with Mrs. Temple's sudden 
move. She has a mortal dislike to Mr. Eichardson, only one 
degree greater than she has to you, Ursie." 

" She is a wretch," I exclaimed ; " a hypocrite I " 

Mrs. Kemp gently touched my arm. " Not quite, Ursie. 
I dare say she thinks that she is going the right way to 
york." 

" She may do so," I replied ; " but one thing I am quite 
sure of, that the thing which deludes Mrs. Temple, if she is 
deluded, is her own selfishness. It was to suit her own con- 
venience that she first took Mrs. Weir into her house, and it 
is to suit her own convenience that she keeps her there, and 
it was for that she was always preaching about self-denial, 
and taking from Mrs. Weir all the little things which amused 
and pleased her. And it is selfishness, too," I added, '^ which 
keeps Miss Milicent abroad ; and they may, both of them, 
build up ever so fine a fabric of good in their own fashion, 
but the foundation is selfish, and therefore I have no faith 
in any of it. I must say it out, and then I shall be better." 

John Hervey smiled. " Well I Mrs. Kemp," he said ; 
" we shall know where to come if we want to learn the use of 
strong words. I think I had better go out, and find William 
or Eoger, and leave you to calm Ursie down if you can." 

It seemed very unkind in him to leave me so ; but I was 
too proud to show what I felt 

He went to the door, and then came back looking for his 
hat. 

" You needn't part as if you were angry," said Mrs. 
Kemp. 

" I am not angry," I replied, " but I know Mr. Hervey 
blames me. Yet it cannot be so much as I blame myself. 
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If I had lived with Mrs. Weir, all this would never have 
happened." 

" That is, if you had had the ordering of events, they 
would have been different," said Mrs. Kemp. " Ursie, that 
is surely a bit presumptuous. You did your duty." 

I longed, I can't tell how much, for John to say the same. 
I felt it was the only thing which would satisfy me. 

" John Hervey thinks so," continued Mrs. Kemp. 

^^ John Hervey does not think so," I replied, looking at 
him. 

He stood quite silent for an instant, then taking my hand 
as though to wish me good-bye, he said earnestly, " John 
Hervey does not know what he thinks, except that he would 
cut off his right hand to see you happy. If possible, you 
shall have news of Mrs. Weir in the course of a day or two." 

Mrs. Kemp's eyes were fixed upon me intently. 

" He is such a true, kind &iend," I said, as he left the 
room. I was afraid whether she might think he was heartier 
in his manner to me than he was to Mary. 



CHAPTER LVIII. 

Mrs. Kemp and I were left alone for nearly an hour. 
Jessie was gone over to Dene to call on Mrs. Price. I had 
wished Boger to let the acquaintance drop, but, bs he said, 
there seemed a kind of ungraciousness in this, when Mrs. Price 
had shown Jessie so much kindness, and therefore he went 
with her, making an excuse of business with Captain Price. 
I did not know that there was much to object to, only it was 
perpetually going about, and this I said to Mrs. Kemp when 
she asked me, in her blunt way, how things were working. 

" If I was not here," I said, " she and Roger would both 
see matters differently, and I don't think he would be so foolish 
with her ; but as it is, there is do doubt he spoils her. Some- 
times I fancy it would be right in me to determine upon 
making a change for myself." 

" You had better wait till the way is pointed out," replied 
Mrs. Kemp. ^^It would be making yourself responsible for 
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a good deal to go away and leave Jessie to herself; though 
I don't at all say it might not be better for her by and by." 

" If one could be quite sure of her," I said ; " but she 
frightens me a good deal sometimes. Her very good-nature 
is a snare, she is so willing to please every one, and that, and 
the love of going out, one can never say how much mischief 
it may lead to — and Roger, so blind as he is." 

" There will come some children, by and by," said Mrs. 
Kemp, ^^ and that will make a great difference. It sobers a 
woman vastly, Ursie, to have uttle helpless things to take 
care of," 

" And till then I must look after her," I said. " Dear 
Mrs. Kemp, are sisters made for nothing but to look after 
their brothers' wives ? " 

" You are sharp, Ursie," replied Mrs. Kemp. 

Yes, I was sharp, and I was sorry for it directly. 

" If it had been any one but Roger," I said ; " but that 
he should have thrown himself away ! " 

" Roger was your idol, my dear," said Mrs. Kemp, very 
gravely. 

Her tone struck me forcibly. I did not know she read 
my heart so well. 

" Yes," I said, " he was my idol." 

" And God has brok^ your idol. It seems to me you 
have more cause to be thankful than to complain." 

" Ah ! " I said, " you don't know. The feeling grew up 
with me from childhood, I had no one else to look to." 

" Except God." 

I could make no answer. 

" I suppose, my dear," continued Mrs. Kemp, " most of 
us make idols to ourselves some time in our lives. I know 
I have done so ; and I remember how unjust I was in con- 
sequence." 

" Unjust ! " I exclaimed. 

" Yes, my dear. It must be unjust to fancy a man an 
angel, and then to quarrel with him because he proves himself 
a man." 

" You mean," I said, " that I am hard upon Roger." 

"I think, my dear, that what would be called mistakes 
in other people, are called faults in him, and that is rather 
hard." 
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" Only because I loved him, because I do love him so 
dearly," I said ; " there is no one like him now." 

" I don't think there is, my dear. The way he goes on 
working, and improving, and setting an example all round 
the country, is quite a lesson, as the Farmer says ; and if he 
does let his wife go out a little, and see her friends, it is never 
at the expense of his own business. Just see how Sandcombe 
has improved since he has had it." 

" Yes," I said, for I was delighted to hear him praised, 
" he has turned off the idle men, and the new ones are kept 
twice as strictly, and he has his eye upon all the cottages ; 
and as to the house, it is not like the same place." 

" And he has but one fault," said Mrs. Kemp ; " he over- 
indulges his wife." 

" Only one," I replied ; " but that is a great fault ; at 
least, it may lead to great evil." 

" I grant you that," she answered. " A good man's one 
&ult, I often think, does more mischief than a bad man's 
twenty sins, which sounds a hard doctrine, but I doubt if it 
isn't a true one. Anyhow, it is vexatious." 

" And it seems so unkind to dwell upon it so much," I 
continued, " when I think how very kind and thoughtful he 
has been towards me. How few brothers would have hesi- 
tated to marry because their sisters had an indirect claim 
upon them ? And I am sure Boger was quite honest when 
he said that he would not have thought of his own happiness 
if it had stood in the way of my having a home and a pro- 
vision." 

" Very few, indeed, my dear," observed Mrs. Kemp, em- 
phatically : " and yet it would be wrong to quarrel with those 
who take a different view of duty. We must not lay more 
burdens upon others than Grod has thought fit to do. There 
is no doubt that you could very well have worked for your- 
self." 

'^ And so it was all the more kind of Roger to be so con- 
siderate," I added. '^ Yes, I see that plainly ; it is a constant 
reproach to me when I feel provoked with him or with Jessie. 
But, dear Mrs. Kemp, how can one help one's feelings ? I 
think I am a little better than I was ; but just at first, when 
they came home, every word and action seemed to jar upon 
me." 
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" There is fault on both sides, probably," she replied. 
" All your life, Ursie, you have expected more from Eoger 
than any sister has a right to do." 

" It was love," I said, " not exactiogness." 

" But love is no excuse," answered Mrs. Kemp ; " at least 
so it seems to me. You know, Ursie, Grod has been pleased 
to put us in certain relations to each other, by the ordering 
of His Providence. We may alter those relations, but we 
can't expect Him, therefore, to alter His Providence." 

" I don't quite understand," I said. 

" Why, it is just this. God made you and Roger brother 
and sister, not husband and wife. It is His will that a wife 
should come first, and a sister second. Now, if you bestow 
upon Roger a wife's aflfection, — and you do so when you are 
anxious to keep him all to yourself, and give up everything 
else for him, — ^you do in a way alter the arrangement which 
God has been pleased to mark out, and you mustn't be sur- 
prised if things don't go quite easily in consequence." 

I did not quite like this repeated allusion to my private 
feelings. I hoped no one had ever noticed them. But Mrs. 
Kemp was so simple and straightforward, there was no es- 
caping from her remarks. 

" I don't think," I said, " that I have had any choice in 
the matter. Whatever feeling I may have had for Roger, it 
grew up unconsciously." 

" But there was common sense to teach you, my dear," 
replied Mrs. Kemp ; " to say nothing of experience. Brothers 
marry, and sisters are parted from them every day. But I 
do thiiik you never would see that it was Hkely to be the 
same with Roger and you." 

Mrs. Kemp was right there; I had wilftilly shut my 
eyes. 

She continued : " And so, Ursie, I am afraid that some 
of the aggravations are of your own making. That doesn't 
mean that I am not sorry for you, dear child," and she laid 
her hand kindly on mine. 

I felt proud for the moment, and answered, " No doubt I 
am to blame ; but I can't help thinking that if Roger had 
been only like any other broiJier to me, I should still have 
been jarred by a great many things when, they first came 
home." 
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" Very likely," she replied. " It is a rare case when new 
relations are formed in a family without jarring. Sisters are 
jealons, and brothers are inconsiderate, and young wives 
don't quite know their proper position ; and so between them, 
as often as not, they make a mess of it." 

" I don't liiink Roger is inconsiderate," I was going to 
say, but I stopped, for I remembered some trifles in which 
he certainly had been so ; but not choosing to blame him, I 
added : " It may have been quite right, but it did seem 
strange to see Jessie, all of a sudden, taking upon herself to 
do everything for Roger which I had been accustomed to do, 
and to hear her enter into all our affairs as if they were her 
own ; when, three or four weeks before, she would have felt 
it quite a favour if we had told her anything about them." 

" That is just what I meant," replied Mrs. Kemp. " I 
speak the more about it, because it was the blunder I made 
myself when I married. I rushed into my husband's family, 
and because they were good-natured to me, thought I couldn't 
do better than make myself quite one with them ; and so I 
took it for granted that I was to hear everything, and talk of 
everything, and give my opinion, till at last I found out that, 
what they were quite wUling to offer me as a favour, they 
were not at all willing that I should all of a sudden claim as 
a right. I drew back then, and was more timid, and only 
worked my way by degrees, and in the end it all came right, 
but it was some time first. Even as regards attention to her 
husband, a young wife is more prudent in keeping a little 
quiet when she is with his family. She will have opportuni- 
ties enough of looking after him in her own home. Remem- 
ber though, Ursie," added Mrs. Kemp, laughing, " that is 
only one side of the question. I say it is prudent and kind 
for a wife to remember these things ; but I don't say that a 
sister has any right to quarrel if she forgets them. Husband 
and wife are meant to be all in all to each other." 

" And to show that they are so ? " I said. " I wish I 
could have thought of that more when Roger and Jessie first 
came home ; I am sure I should have borne things much 
better. Jessie has no notion of concealing anything she 
feels ; and it was * darling,' and ' dearest,' constantly, and a 
great deal more expression in all ways than I should have 
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thought Eoger could bear. But I was wrong. I do really 
think I was wrong in caring about it" 

" Such a time is trying to all, my dear. I don't think 
you were wrong exactly. It is a thing one can't be expected 
to get over suddenly, when persons who, a short time before, 
were just kind and polite to each other, begin using such very 
affectionate terms without hesitation. And you have had but 
a short apprenticeship; for Eoger and Jessie weren't engaged 
very long, and she always seemed to me rather too much 
afraid of him then to be very outspoken as to her feelings. If 
we could place old heads upon young shoulders, young people 
would be careful how they thrust their fondness for each 
other upon their relations, however near and dear. It is not 
pleasant to witness, I know that by experience." 

" No," I exclaimed, " not at all ; and what is worst is for 
them to turn round, remembering one is present, and give 
one a kiss, as a kind of apology." 

Mrs. Kemp smiiled. '^ Trials ! my dear, trials I But 
there is one cure for them, — ^to look at the truth. The feel- 
ing is not wrong, only the expression is unwise. Happy 
marriages are not so frequent that one should be put out at 
anything which gives proof of affection. If Roger had been 
gloomy, and Jessie <3old, you would have been much more 
unhappy." 

" I should have been miserable," I exclaimed. 

"And twenty years hence, if it should please God to 
spare all your lives, the very words and actions which give 
you a turn now, will be your comfort and delight. I am sure, 
Ursie, you like to see old married people fond of each other ; 
witness what I've heard jou say about my dear old man 
and me." 

** If you were to kiss and call each other * dearest ' all 
day long I shouldn't care," I exclaimed, earnestly. " Dear 
Mrs. Kemp, you know it does my heart good to see the 
Farmer and you together. It makes one feel that, after all, 
married love is not delusion." 

" It is no delusion, my dear," she answered ; " it is a very 
great and blessed reality. But when first granted, young 
folks don't understand it, and their heads are most times 
turned by it ; all the more reason, Ursie, why old folks, and 
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quiet-minded ones, should be patient, and exercise the ' ohar< 
ity which beareth all things.' " 

Mrs. Kemp talked a good deal more after this upon more 
general subjects, and in most of them I think we agreed. 
One piece of advice given me I particularly remember. It 
was as to the way in which I should look at disagreeable 
things ; such for instance, as the frets caused by the false po- 
sition in which cTessie was placed, — ^mistress when she chose 
to give orders, and not mistress when she wished to escape 
from her duties. 

^^It is very awkward and unpleasant, my dear," said 
Mrs. Kemp ; " and I don't think you will gain anything by 
trying to persuade yourself that it is not. You know, Ursie, 
if you go to a child with a dose of medicine, which is not 
really nasty, and tell him that it is nice wine, ten to one but 
the child turns quite against it ; whereas, if you say that it is 
medicine, he drinks it down, and is surprised to find it so lit- 
tle disagreeable. We are all like children, it seems to me, and 
must needs treat ourselves upon the same principles ; and 
perhaps life itself, with all its trials, would be less hard if at 
the beginning we faced the fact, that it was intended to be 
medicine, and not wine." 

Those words were a great help to me. Eoger, and Jes- 
sie, and William, were so satisfied with everything, and so 
willing to imagine that I was satisfied also, that I had been 
trying lately to bring myself into their views, and fighting, as 
it we/e, against my own convictions. My mind rested quite 
quietly in the certainty that I had trials intended for my 
good, and that all was not as I could wish, but as God saw 
best for me; and I was able then to acknowledge more 
thankfully the great alleviations which He had mercifully 
provided. 



CHAPTEK LIX. 

Fob there were very great and hourly alleviations, and 
not alleviations only, but blessings. Looking back on the 
tone of complaint which has pervaded all I have lately been 
writing, it would seem as though I entirely overlooked them. 
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But I trust tills was not so. With a home, and friends^ and 
constant useM occupation, and the prospect of a certain inde- 
pendence, I might have been a source of envy to thousands. 
Perhaps the very absence of great anxieties made me all the 
more alive to lesser ones. Moreover there was one circum- 
stance which I knew I ought never to forget. If Roger had 
settled in Canada, and I had been compeUed to remain with 
William at Sandcombe, my life would not only have been 
sadly dreary, but the responsibility would have been greater 
than I could, with any comfort, have undertaken. As it 
was, the place was always cheerful, and Jessie, in her good 
nature, took a great deal from me in the way of waiting upon 
William, though even then she never seemed to acknowledge 
that the duty belonged to her especially, and that if she neg- 
lected it, no one ehe could be expected to attend to it. If 
an invitation or a plan for any kind of pleasure was proposed, 
she left William without a thought, considering apparently, 
that it was quite my place to provide for him whilst she was 
away. The result of this was, as I saw, that the occupation 
was in the end likely to become irksome, for no duty is a 
pleasure, unless we feel that it cannot be performed without 
us. Then it becomes important, and when it is important, 
we like it. 

But I am always talking of Jessie and her short comings, 
and never of myself. In some ways I feel the subject too 
grave and painfril to be entered upon willingly, for indeed 
this was not a good and happy period of my life internally. 
To be always in a fret, always prepared to be irritated, and 
to feel, whether justly or unjustly, that you have a cause for 
such irritation, is by no means conducive to that holy calm- 
ness and trust which we should all strive to attain. And as 
Mrs. Kemp suggested, I had begun life with a delusion. For 
I do not call my love for Roger in itself a fault. It was 
founded upon the pure and hallowed feelings of. affection 
which God has implanted in every breast But, in its extent, 
it waa, little though I imagined it, very selfish. To keep 
him to myself, I would have excluded him from the highest 
happiness which earth can give. Now my heart in its lone- 
liness was wandering over the dreary world, seeking rest and 
finding none, and at times returning to the Ark, wMch had 
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once been its shelter, only to find the door closed against it, 
apd to set forth again on the seemingly hopeless search after 
a love on which to repose undoubtingly. Yet I did not un- 
derstand myself. I cQd not know what I was suffering from, 
or what I needed, though it is all plain to me now. I be- 
lieved, indeed, I felt that I was religious ; I acted upon re- 
ligious principles, I tried to frame my life according to the 
precepts of the Bible. When I spoke to others of their 
duties, it was always with reference to the one great motive 
of pleasbg God. And the thought of the Great Account 
which I should one day have to give before Him, if not always 
uppermost in my thoughts^ had still sufficient idluence to be a 
constant check upon my evil inclinations, and a warning 
whenever I had given way to them. 

But through it all, my heart, — ^my quick, earnest, de- 
.voted love, — ^was given to Koger. Instead of loving him for 
God's sake ; I loved God, if I may so say, for his sake, and 
the result was that religion had never made me thoroughly 
happy. I do not say that I had yet found out my mis^e, 
but my eyes were opening to it. When human affection dis- 
appointea me, my reason, if not my feelings turned to God. 
Rest and comfort, and fulness of joy were I knew to be found 
with Him, and m the bitterness of my disappointment, I 
turned to Him almost without understanding why. Again 
and a^in when I had no one else to speak to, no friend to 
whom I could explain my wretchedness, I said it out to my 
Saviour, not so much praying Him to help me, as telling 
Him what I suffered. It was a relief always at hand, and 
insensibly it became very precious to me, and the thought 
that He could quite understand, that He knew and would 
make allowance for the worn and fretted feelings, which to 
others would have appeared only unreasonable murmurings, 

gave me a sense of freedom and confidence which I had never 
efore enjoyed. So, by degrees, I began to understand the 
difference between the influence of religion as a duty, and as 
a personal affection. Through the door which had been 
opened by disappointment religious love stole into my heart ; 
and when at length it nestled in the empty chamber, the 
peace that accompanied it, left no room for regret for the ex- 
aggerated earthly feelings which had departed for ever. 
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But I write as if all had been easy, as though when my 
idol was broken, I could at once turn and raise an altar " to 
the True God. It was not so. There was an enemy ever at 
hand, and there is one still, striving to prevent the entrance 
of the holy affection which was henceforth to be my joy. 
That enemy was myself, my old, impatient, hard-judging 
self, urged and stimulated doubtless by the Evil Spirit who 
is waitmg to destroy us. All that I have recorded of myself 
must plainly show how much I had to fight against. Even 
when I judged rightly, I erred in the manner of expressing 
my judgment. I have heard that I used to be called ai^lar, 
and I have learnt to look upon angularity as a great offence. 
In that last- conversation with Mrs. Kemp, though I really 
had tried to keep down my irritable feelings, and though she 
had said nothing which ought to have provoked them, yet I had 
spoken so as to stir up the unkmd nature within me, and ag- 
gravated myself merely by the expression of my own opinions. 
And this was continually the case in talking to Roger ; I 
was beginning to feel that he felt it, and that he avoided the 
subjects on which we might differ in consequence. One 
hasty sentence destroyed the effect of twenty gentle ones. 
So, again, this sharpness of mine gave a bias to the view 
which I took of all that Roger and Jessie did. I was very 
clear and decided in my self-government, and I carried out 
the same principle in regard to others, and was never con- 
tented till I had cut and apportioned, as it were, every one's 
conduct, and settled under what head each action was to be 
placed. Having once made out to my own satisfaction that 
Jessie had no strict guiding principle of duty, and that Roger 
was weak in his affection for her, I allotted their various ac- 
tions to these motives, and forgot that there might be others, 
far better, which were influencmg them. For instance, when 
Jessie read to William till she was tired, I said to myself, 
'< she does it because she likes it better than looking after the 
servants.^' I did not remember that, no doubt, she had an 
anxious wish to do something for her husband's brother in his 
helpless state : and when Ro^er took her out with him and 
left me to attend to the duties at home, I said that he was 
following out his unwise system of indulgence. I did not 
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consider that it is a husband^s duty to make life pleasant to 
his wife if it lies in his power. 

This was not a state of mind favourable to Christian 
charity, and it was therefore of necessity opposed to the love 
of God. I look back upon it now with great regret, and 
with only one comfort, that I was never blind to it, and never 
indulged it. On that day after the talk I had had with Mrs. 
Kemp, I went to my room feeling discontented with myself, 
without having anything positively to lay to my own charge, 
only being conscious when I took up my Bible, as I was ac- 
customed to do, to read the Evening Psalms, that a mist was 
floating between myself and Saviour ; that I could not come 
into His presence with that clearness of conscience, and 
quietness of spirit, which are essential for the enjoyment of 
His Love. Of course there was only one thin^ to be done, 
to pause at once and iiliiuire, with God's help, where the 
£Eiult lay. Mrs. Kemp had suggested it. I went over in my 
own mind all that had passed since the period of Eoger's 
engagement, and saw as I had never seen before how false had 
been the relation in which up to that time I had placed my* 
self with regard to him. I faced the future, its possible 
trials, and certain vexations, and owned that there was but 
one way of meeting them ; to put away self once and for 
ever, to consider the good of others first, and my own feelings 
second ; to act in fact justly and truly in the new family re- 
lations which had been formed, recognising every claim, how- 
ever distasteful, and then to trust that God would, in His 
mercy, heal the wound which had been made, by making me 
dear to Koger and Jessie, not merely from natural affection, 
but from the consciousness that I was their truest and 
kindest friend, and therefore essential to their happiness. 
When this point had been gained I was able to attend to my 
reading and prayers, and after they were ended I went down- 
stairs, and finding Jessie waiting upon William, took the op- 
portunity of telling her that she was a much better sister to 
^ him than myself, for I had scarcely seen him all day. Jessie's 
face brightened as with sunshine when I said it, especially 
when William joined as lavishly in her praises. Whatever 
other faults Jessie mieht have, there was certainly no 
temper or angularity in ner. 
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No news of Mrs. Weir, beyond the fact that Mrs. Temple 
had taken her to London 1 A hundred anxious fancies 
crowded into my mind, all based upon that one speech of 
Mrs. Kemp, that they might probably carry her to a Lunatic 
Asylum. Being very ignorant of the ways of the world in 
such cases, I did not know that this is more easily said 
than done, and I was certain that, when nervous and excited, 
Mrs. Weir was quite strange enough to induce any one to 
think that she was out of her mind. Not liking to interfere 
myself, I persuaded John Hervey to make friends with the 
woman who was left in charge of Stonecliff, and by her 
means, as she sometimes wrote to Mrs. Temple's maid, to let 
me know what was going on. Miss Milicent's silence dis- 
turbed me a good deal, I feared my last letter must have 
gone astray, and I remembered what she had said about visit- 
ing Normandy, and thought it probable that misht interfere 
with our having tidings of her for some time. Mr. Eichard- 
son thought the same when I went over to Compton, and, 
finding him returned, told him exactly how matters stood, 
and why I was uneasy. He was a very cautious man, and 
did not let out much of his mind to me, but I could discover 
that he did not think I was anxious about Mrs. Weir entirely 
without cause, and he said that he would himself write to 
Mrs. Temple, and make inquiries, and would let me know 
what she said. He had no idea, himself, that anything was 
amiss with Mrs. Weir beyond nervousness, but he felt that 
unwise treatment might at last bring on the malady which 
Mrs. Temple had often hinted to him she feared. 

With this I was obliged to be satisfied, and there was not 
much leisure for indulging useless anxieties, as my attention 
was claimed by the preparations for the party, which inter- 
fered in no slight degree with the ordinary business of the 
farm. Indeed, since Jessie had gone out so much, it was 
almost more than I could do to keep things straight, and I 
often overworked myself, not liking to ask for extra help, 
lest it might begin a system which in the end would be ruin- • 
ous to Jessie's good principles, even if Eoger could bear the 
expense. Jessie did now often say herself that I had so 
much to do ; but I knew she woidd not care if there was 
another servant, and, once used to a certain number^ die 
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would neyer think she could do with less. We were to have 
a dinner for the Kemps and one or two of our particular 
friends first, and the rest were to come in the evening, and 
having only the two parlours to put every one into, there 
was a good deal of difficulty in the arrangements. But Jes- 
sie saw none. The small parlour, she said, would do for 
dinner; it would not signify being a little crowded; we 
could bring in the round table from the other room, so that 
there would be plenty of space for the dishes, and every one 
would understand how it was ; and then we could put the 
kitchen benches round the wall in the large parlour ; and, 
if there were not enough, we might borrow some, and so ac- 
commodate all in the evening ; and whilst people were amus- 
ing themselves there, the Utile parlour might be cleared out 
for tea, and for any of the old people ; and afterwards supper 
might be laid out in it. All this betokened a deliberate 
intention of dancing ; for, without this, there was no reason 
why we should all crowd in such a way into the small par- 
lour ; and, at last, I taxed her with it, laughingly, saying I 
saw what she was aiming at, and she had much better 
own it at once, or we should make some great blunder. 

She turned round to Boger, who had been listening to 
her plan with a face half grave, half pleased, being amused, 
as I could see, with her ingenuity. 

<^ I knew Ursie would not allow it Eoger," she said. 

^^ t^lease, dear Jessie 1 " I exchumed, ^' indeed, that is 
such a &lse way of putting it. Boger, will you only say 
what you wish ? " 

" To please every one," he replied, with a smile ; " which 
is just what you will say, Ursie, is impossible ; and so, I sup- 
pose, it is. But it seems to me we are rather in for a dance, 
though we have not given out that it is to be one." 

" Well, then," I said, lightly, for I felt it was no use 
any longer to fi^ht the question ; ^^ if we are to do it, we 
must see to some things at once, — ^music for instance." 

" The fiddler from Compton will do quite well," said 
Boger. 

" He scrapes so," said Jessie, looking disappointed. '^ I 
said somethii^ to Mrs. Price the other day, and she told 
me that when they gave their party at Dene, they sent for a 
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man from Hove, who played beautifully, and, with the piano, 
they had charming music." 

" Dear Jessie 1 " I exclaimed, " did you really talk to 
Mrs. Price about the party ? " 

« Yes. Why shouldn't I ? " 

^' It is so awkward to .consult a person about a thing 
which she is not to take part in." 

" I did say I wished she could come ; but I didn't ex- 
actly invite her," said Jessie, in a hurried tone. 

'^ And what answer did she make, my dear ? " inquired 
Eoger, quickly. 

^^ She had an engagement for that evening," replied 
Jessie, '^ so it was out of the question. But you both look 
at me as if I had done something very wrong. Mrs. Price 
is not coming." 

" It would have been better to have consulted Ursie be- 
fore you said anything," replied Boger. 

" Ursie doesn't Hke Mrs. Price," said Jessie ; " and, 
Boger, dear, I didn't mean any harm ; but it came quite 
naturally, when I was there, having known her so many 
vears, and she having been always so kind to me. And, 
besides, if we visit, I don't see why she is to be left 
out." 

It was a difficulty, certainly ; and Boger, with Jessie by 
his side, was not likely to solve it. I could only be thank- 
ful for the engagement. But we were not to be set free 
from Dene quite so easily, for Jessie added, ^' I had a note 
from Mrs. Price just now, saying that she thought she could 

fit off her engagement, and I was going to ask what answer 
had better send back, only we began talking about other 
matters." 

" You never told me anything about this before, my 
dear," said Boger, so gravely, that I thought if I had been 
Jessie I should have been frightened. 

She answered, nervously, "I forgot it when we drove 
home that day, and it has scarcely entered my head since ; 
and as Mrs. Price was not coming, there was no need to 
think of it." 

" But there is need now," I said. " May we see the 
note, Jessie ? " 
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Her maimer showed hesitation : she did not seem to know 
where she had left it. 

" You had better go and find it, my dear," said Roger, 
and he sat himself down in a kind of determined attitude, 
which I knew meant that he was considerably put out. 

Jessie went off. We remained silent for some moments. 
Then I said, " It is awkward ; but she cannot be expected to 
see things as we see them." 

Roger made no answer; and I did not yenture any 
farther remark.. Just as we heard Jessie's step in the 
passage, however, he said, " Ton and I should probably have 
done the same, Ursie." And when Jessie entered, he went 
up to her, and took the note out of her hand with a good- 
humoured smile, quite as though nothing was the matter. He 
read the note aloud : — 

" My dear Jessie, — I find I can alter my day for dining 
in Hove, and as it would be great fun to see your first party, 
I have a notion of driving over, with as many gentlemen as 
I can bring, which I know will make me welcome. I don't 
know whether I shall persuade Macdonald to come; but, 
any how, you may expect your affectionate Mend, 

" Janb Priob." 

Roger laid down the note, and I caught it up. 

" Gentlemen ! " I exclaimed. " I am sure we dont 
want any of Mrs. Price's gentlemen here. What does it all 
mean?" 

'^ It means what a good many people think a good deal 
of," said Roger, laughing. " We ought not to quarrel witii 
Mrs. Price for a word, Ursie. But this threatens more 
than we were prepared for." 

^^ I don't think Mr. Macdonald will come," said Jessie, 
and I thought she looked very uncomfortable. 

" There is something else scratched out," said Roger, 
" which I suppose refers to him, only it is not honourable to 
try and read it." 

I took the note from him, — I really don't know why, — 
certainly with no intention of making out what had been 
erased. Then I laid it down, and accidentally looking at 
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mj fingers saw that they were slightly stained with ink. 
The erasure was a fresh one. 

The feeling that came over me I shall never forget. I 
looked at Jessie, and my head seemed dizzy with doubt. 
Was it possible there oould be any deception in her ? 

No, it was impossible. That sweet, smiling, confiding 
face could not be a mask, and she was even now making aU 
the amends in her power for the foolish thing she had done, 
by taking upon herself more than the blame which Koger 
was inclined to give her. . 

" It was very wrong in me, I know," she said ; " I ought 
to have asked first, but the wish came into my head, and was 
out of my mouth, before I had time to consider ; and I re- 

?ented directly, and was so glad when Mrs. Price said * No.' 
t was quite a relief to me, and then it all passed away as if 
it had never happened, and I thought of mentioning what I 
had do©e, but I forgot it. That is all I have to say, but I 
am very sorry, very sorry indeed. Please, dear Koger, for- 
give me." 

It was but a small fault. No wonder that Koger for- 
gave it easily, with such a look of happy, trusting love. I 
could see then why he had kept such a guard over himself — 
that he might not show anger till he had heard the whole 
story. He was a man of singular self-command, and had 
tutored himself so that he never to my knowledge said a 
word to repent of. 

^< We must make the best of the business, now," he said ; 
" and if Mrs. Price and the — ^what must we call them, Ur- 
sie ?— come, they shall have the best welcome I can give. 
All the more because the visit is not likely to be repeated 
often. Jessie, love, Sandoombe and Dene were never made 
to run together, and so I'm sure you will remember, and let 
your communications with Mrs. Price be kept within careful 
limits." 

He was quite enough in earnest then to satisfy even 
me, and Jessie, I perceived, was rather awed by him. 

" Ursie quite feels with me, I am sure," he added, turn- 
ing to me just as he was leaving the room, " and you will do 
well to consult her upon all points." 

He did not look at me, and I was thankful for it. The 
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very moment he was gone, I went up to Jessie, and with the 
note in my hand, pointing to the erasure, said : " Jessie, the 
ink was not dry. You scratched that out yourself." 

Her cheek flushed, she paused, then answered, " Yes, I 
scratched it out. It was only, * he is not sure whether he 
would be welcome,' and I thought Roger would not under- 
stand, or would ask questions, and I can't bear talking of it 
at all." 

The explanation was not satisfactory, and I answered, 
" Roger understands most things. Even if he did not, it 
would be better, *Jessie, to annoy him than to make a mys- 
tery." 

" Well, yes, I dare say you are right," and she went 
away. 

She did not like my advice I saw, neither did I like her 
way of dealing with Roger. I was more really anxious 
about her that day than I had been at all. 



CHAPTER LX. 

Wednesday morning, the day of the party, arrived. It 
was a bright and calm day for the beginning of October, 
and I was glad to think that our friends who came from a 
distance would not be annoyed with wind and rain. Though 
I may seem to have set my face so much against the party, 
and to have complained of the work it caused, it must not be 
imagined that in my heart I at all disliked it. Every one, 
unless very well- disciplined, is apt to grumble more or less ; 
— ^I don't mean that as an excuse but a fact, — and when one 
is telling a story, the little black dots of troubles stand 
out more clearly in one's mind than the bright lines of 
pleasure. But I really liked the bustle, and was delighted 
when I found the whip-creams turn out as well as they did, 
and enjoyed teaching Jessie to make the cake, and she and 
I and Roger had quite a merry half-hour, setting out the sup- 
per table, and describing all the dishes to William, whilst he, 
poor fellow ! was pleased and glad to think he should meet 
so many of his friends. And then there was to be the cosy 
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diimer first of all, with the Kemps, and old Mr. and Mrs. 
Brown, who had taken Hatton Farm, and I got quite into 
the spirit of the party before the day came, and rejoiced in 
the sunshine as much as Jessie herself. We were to dine at 
four o'clock ; I did not like to have the dinner earlier, not 
knowing what we should do with the guests all the afternoon. 
Boger had given in to the notion of having the Hove fiddler 
for the evening, but he would not go to the expense of a 
piano, though Jessie urged it. About expense or show he 
always had his own way. All the morning I was very busy, 
and Jessie too, more so indeed than we need have been, for 
Martha, whose temper was never very good, took it into her 
head to be particularly contrary in all her ways, ani gave us 
more trouble than was necessary. A piece of boiled beef, 
a pie, and some roast chickens, with sweet things, was to be 
our dinner, and the beef I knew would take a long time before 
it was properly done, but all I could say I could not persuade 
Martha to have it ready for boiling at the time I had named, 
and I had lost a ^ood deal of my power over her since she 
had learnt to call Jessie mistress, so that I could only beg 
not order. At last Jessie came to me in despair, begging me 
to go once more and see about it myself, for Martha had let 
the fire go down, and then had heaped up such a quantity of 
coal, there was no heat in it, and all she could get from her 
was, there was plenty of time, and it would do very well I was 
setting out the dessert, but I left it directly, and went into 
the kitchen, and Jessie undertook to finish what I had begun. 
" You will never do without bellows, Martha," I said ; " just 
go and fetch them ; " and when they were broucht, I fcaelt 
down before the fi[re and began to blow. Marma's temper 
grew worse at every puflf. She kept near me, putting herself 
in my way, and leaning over the fire to stir something in a 
pot. I told her, that if she did not take care she would 
upset the saucepan, but my words were not attended to, 
and whilst looking round to see what the weather was like, I 
heard a cry and the same moment the hot water poured down 
upon me. Happily the greater portion fell upon my dress, 
but Martha, of course, screamed as though I had been killed, 
and brought in Jessie, and Esther Smithson, and the char- 
woman, and William, and a man from the yard, all eager to 
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niUy mid ¥m \0ft^rt$ b#r marriiii^^, und I c<mld feel that she 
W«# rtily »ff4 V(iti» M4II, but t wwW not imagine her deccit- 
W li/VM ftH^ lliigor It WM impoMible to qoestion. I 
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had seen her much lately when thrown with different persons, 
and made a centre of interest and attraction, and though she 
might be excited and pleased by the attentions she received, 
I idways noticed that her eye sought Roger's, and that she 
was never satisfied unless he was near. He himself was so 
certain of this, that he would have laughed to scorn the 
notion that she had a thought or feeling which was not shared 
with him. And yet here was proof positive that she had. 
Mrs. Price's words referred to something which he knew 
nothing of. And then Jessie's hesitation, and the words 
which had been erased. There must be a mystery. My 
heart sank within me. If it were only a case of want of 
confidence, thoughtlessness, girlish folly, yet if it shook 
Roger's mind, if it opened his eyes to the fact that he had 
made a mistake in his choice of a wife, what a life-long dis- 
appointment would be in store for him. 

I was left to myself for nearly twenty minutes ; it was 
supposed that I was suffering pain and xmable to work. I 
was suffering pain indeed, but of a very different kind from 
any which was suspected. But the quietness and solitude 
were very useful in soothing my perturbed mind, and before 
I again went down-stairs I had made up my mind what was 
to be done ; — ^nothing. The whole thing might be a trifle, at 
any rate it was evidently past I would not make Jessie 
angry by inquiring into it, especially as she would be very 
likely to misunderstand the means by which I had gained my 
knowledge ; but I would watch carefully all that went on ; I 
would ffuard against anything like intimacy with Mrs. Price; 
I would be very kind and affectionate to Jessie, and then, 
when I had fully gained her affection, and made her forget 
her conviction that the marriage was not entirely agreeable 
to me, I would some day discreetly lead the subject round, 
and if possible bring her to an explanation. By that time, 
for I felt it would be a work of time, she and Roger would, 
as I hoped and believed, understand and be so necessary to 
each other, that any confession of past youthful folly or im- 
prudence would be a less shock to him. 

The one thing I dreaded was Mrs. Price. An unprin- 
cipled woman is much more dangerous than a bad man. The 
one is generally an open, the other a secret foe, and a young 
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consider that it is a husband's duty to make life pleasant to 
his wife if it lies in his power. 

This was not a state of mind favourable to Christian 
charity, and it was therefore of necessity opposed to the love 
of God. I look back upon it now with great regret, and 
with only one comfort, that I was never blind to it, and never 
indulged it. On that day after the talk I had had with Mrs. 
Kemp, I went to my room feeling discontented with myself, 
without having anything positively to lay to my own charge, 
only being conscious when I took up my Bible, as I was ac- 
customed to do, to read the Evening Psalms, that a mist was 
floating between myself and Saviour ; that I could not come 
into His presence with that clearness of conscience, and 

guietness of spirit, which are essential for the enjoyment of 
is Love. Of course there was only one thing to be done, 
to pause at once and ijlfaire, with God's help, where the 
faivlt lay. Mrs. Kemp had suggested it. I went over in my 
own mind all that had passed since the period of Eoger's 
engagement, and saw as I had never seen before how false had 
been the relation in which up to that time I had placed my* 
self with regard to him. 1 &ced the future, its possible 
trials, and certain vexations, and owned that there was but 
one way of meeting them ; to put away self once and for 
ever, to consider the good of others first, and my own feelings 
second ; to act in fact justly and truly in the new family re- 
lations which had been formed, recognising every claim, how- 
ever distasteful, and then to trust that God would, in His 
mercy, heal the wound which had been made, by making me 
dear to Koger and Jessie, not merely &om natural affection, 
but from the consciousness that I was their truest and 
kindest friend, and therefore essential to their happiness. 
When this point had been gained I was able to attend to my 
reading and prayers, and after they were ended I went down- 
stairs, and finding Jessie waiting upon William, took the op- 
portunity of telling her that she was a much better sister to 
^ nim than myself, for I had scarcely seen him all day. Jessie's 
face brightened as with sunshine when I said it, especially 
when William joined as lavishly in her praises. Whatever 
other faults Jessie might have, there was certainly no 
temper or angularity in her. 
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No news of Mrs. Weir, beyond the fact that Mrs. Temple 
had taken her to London 1 A hundred anxious fancies 
crowded into my mind, all based upon that one speech of 
Mrs. Kemp, that they might probably carry her to a Lunatic 
Asylum. Being very ignorant of the ways of the world in 
such cases, I £d not know that this is more easily said 
than done, and I was certain that, when nervous and excited, 
Mrs. Weir was quite strange enough to induce any one to 
think that she was out of her mind. Not liking to interfere 
myself, I persuaded John Hervey to make friends with the 
woman who was left in charge of Stonecliff, and by her 
means, as she sometimes wrote to Mrs. Templets maid, to let 
me know what was going on. Miss Milicent's silence dis- 
turbed me a good deal, I feared my last letter must have 
gone astray, and I remembered what sue had said about visit- 
ing Normandy, and thought it probable that might interfere 
with our having tidmgs of her for some time. Mr. Bichard- 
son thought the same when I went over to Oompton, and, 
finding him returned, told him exactly how matters stood, 
and why I was uneasy. He was a very cautious man, and 
did not let out much of his mind to me, but I could discover 
that he did not think I was anxious about Mrs. Weir entirely 
without cause, and he said that he would himself write to 
Mrs. Temple, and make inquiries, and would let me know 
what she said. He had no idea, himself, that anything was 
amiss with Mrs. Weir beyond nervousness, but he felt that 
unwise treatment might at last bring on the malady which 
Mrs. Temple had often hinted to him she feared. 

With this I was obliged to be satisfied, and there was not 
much leisure for indulging useless anxieties, as my attention 
was claimed by the preparations for the party, which inter- 
fered in no slight degree with the ordinary business of the 
fj&rm. Indeed, since Jessie had gone out so much, it was 
almost more than I could do to keep things straight, and I 
often overworked myself, not liking to ask for extra help, 
lest it might begin a system which in the end would be ruin- < 
ous to Jessie's good principles, even if Koger could bear the 
expense. Jessie did now often say herself that I had so 
much to do ; but I knew she woidd not care if there was 
another servant, and, once used to a certain number, A» 
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oonsider that it is a husband^s duty to make life pleasant to 
his wife if it lies in his power. 

This was not a state of mind favonrable to Ohristian 
oharity, and it was therefore of necessity opposed to the love 
of God. I look back upon it now with great regret, and 
with only one comfort, that I was never blind to it, and never 
indulged it. On that day after the talk I had had with Mrs. 
Kemp, I went to my room feeling discontented with myself 
without having anyUiing positively to lay to my own cluurge, 
only being conscious when I took up my Bible, as I was ac- 
customed to do, to read the Evening Psalms, that a mist was 
floatinff between myself and Saviour ; that I could not come 
into His presence with that clearness of conscience, and 
quietness of spirit, which are essential for the enjoyment of 
his Love. Of course there was only one thins to be done, 
to pause at once and iillfedre, with God's help, where the 
fitult lay. Mrs. Kemp had suggested it I went over in my 
own mind all that had passed since the period of Eoger's 
engagement^ and saw as I had never seen before how fcdse had 
been Uie relation in which up to that time I had placed my* 
•elf with regard to him. 1 fitoed the future, its possible 
trials, and certain vexations, and owned that there was but 
one way of meeting them ; to put away self onoe and for 
ever, to CK>uaider the good of others first, and my own feelings 
•ooond ; to act in fact justly and truly in the new family re- 
lations which had been formed, recognising every claim, how- 
ever diatastoful, and then to trust that God would, in His 
uien^)\ heal the wound which had been made, by making me 
diH^r to Uoger and Jessie, not merely £rom natural afiection, 
but tViuu Uio consciousness that I was their truest and 
kindecit fVioiui, and therefore essential to their happiness. 
^Vhei\ this point had been gained I was able to attend to my 
r«adiu^ aiui (ur^'ers, and after they were ended I went down- 
•tiur«» and fiudiug Jessie vraiting upon William, took the op- 
iKMrtuuity of tilling her that she was a much better sister to 
^ him thaik my 9olf« for 1 had scarcely seen him all day. Jessie's 
(Uo« bri^\ti>mHi as with sunshine when I said it, especially 
wh«u >\ illiam jiuuod as lavishly in her praises. Whatever 
olhtMT ([kultan J««ue mi^t have, there was oertainly no 
HiU|^Nr or an^aritj in her* 
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No news of Mrs. Weir, beyond the fact that Mrs. Temple 
had taken her to London 1 A hundred anxious &ncie8 
crowded into my mind, all based upon that one speech of 
Mrs. Kemp, that they might probably carry her to a Lunatic 
Asylum. Being very ignorant of the ways of the world in 
such cases, I £d not know that this is more easily said 
than done, and I was certain that, when nervous and excited, 
Mrs. Weir was quite strange enough to induce any one to 
think that she was out of her mind. Not liking to interfere 
myself, I persuaded John Hervey to make friends with the 
woman who was left in charge of Stonecliff, and by her 
means, as she sometimes wrote to Mrs. Temple's maid, to let 
me know what was going on. Miss Milicent's silence dis- 
turbed me a good deal, I feared my last letter must have 
gone astray, and I remembered what she had said about visit- 
ing Normandy, and thought it probable that might interfere 
with our having tidings of her for some time. Mr. Eichard- 
son thought the same when I went over to Oompton, and, 
finding him returned, told him exactly how matters stood, 
and why I was uneasy. He was a very cautious man, and 
did not let out much of his mind to me, but I could discover 
that he did not think I was anxious about Mrs. Weir entirely 
without cause, and he said that he would himself write to 
Mrs. Temple, and make inquiries, and would let me know 
what she said. He had no idea, himself, that anything was 
amiss with Mrs. Weir beyond nervousness, but he felt that 
unwise treatment might at last bring on the malady which 
Mrs. Temple had often hinted to him she feared. 

With this I was obliged to be satisfied, and there was not 
much leisure for indulging useless anxieties, as my attention 
was claimed by the preparations for the party, which inter- 
fered in no slight degree with the ordinary business of the 
farm. Lideed, since Jessie had gone out so much, it was 
almost more than I could do to keep things straight, and I 
often overworked myself, not liking to ask for extra help, 
lest it might begin a system which in the end would be ruin- « 
ous to Jessie's good principles, even if Koger could bear the 
expense. Jessie did now often say herself that I had so 
much to do ; but I knew she woidd not care if there wai 
aiiother servant, and, once used to a certain number^ die 
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consider tliat it is a husband's duty to make life pleasant to 
his wife if it lies in his power. 

This was not a state of mind favourable to Christian 
charity, and it was therefore of necessity opposed to the love 
of God. I look back upon it now with great regret, and 
with only one comfort, that I was never blind to it, and never 
indulged it. On that day after the talk I had had with Mrs. 
Kemp, I went to my room feeling discontented with myself, 
without having anything positively to lay to my own charge, 
only being conscious when I took up my Bible, as I was ac- 
customed to do, to read the Evening Psalms, that a mist was 
floating between myself and Saviour ; that I could not come 
into His presence with that clearness of conscience, and 

guietness of spirit, which are essential for the enjoyment of 
is Love. Of course there was only one thing to be done, 
to pause at once and iil^uire, with God's help, where the 
fsixjlt lay. Mrs. Kemp had suggested it. I went over in my 
own mind all that had passed since the period of Eoger's 
engagement, and saw as I had never seen before how false had 
been the relation in which up to that time I had placed my* 
self with regard to him. I &ced the future, its possible 
trials, and certain vexations, and owned that there was but 
one way of meeting them ; to put away self once and for 
ever, to consider the good of others first, and my own feelings 
second ; to act in fact justly and truly in the new family re- 
lations which had been formed, recognising every claim, how- 
ever distasteful, and then to trust that God would, in His 
mercy, heal the wound which had been made, by making me 
dear to Koger and Jessie, not merely from natural affection, 
but from the consciousness that I was their truest and 
kindest friend, and therefore essential to their happiness. 
When this point had been gained I was able to attend to my 
reading and prayers, and after tiiey were ended I went down- 
stairs, and finding Jessie waiting upon William, took the op- 
portunity of telling her that she was a much better sister to 
^ iiim than myself, for I had scarcely seen him all day. Jessie's 
face brightened as with sunshine when I said it, especially 
when William joined as lavishly in her praises. Whatever 
other faults Jessie might have, there was certainly no 
temper or angularity in her. 
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No news of Mrs. Weir, beyond the fact that Mrs. Temple 
had taken her to London 1 A hundred anxious fancies 
crowded into my mind, all based upon that one speech of 
Mrs. Kemp, that they might probably carry her to a Lunatic 
Asylum. Being very ignorant of the ways of the world in 
such cases, I did not know that this is more easily said 
than done, and I was certain that, when nervous and excited, 
Mrs. Weir was quite strange enough to induce any one to 
think that she was out of her mind. Not liking to interfere 
myself, I persuaded John Hervey to make friends with the 
woman who was left in charge of Stonecliff, and by her 
means, as she sometimes wrote to Mrs. Templets maid, to let 
me know what was going on. Miss Milicent's silence dis- 
turbed me a good deal, I feared my last letter must have 
gone astray, and I remembered what she had said about visit- 
ing Normandy, and thought it probable that might interfere 
with our having tidmgs of her for some time. Mr. Eichard- 
son thought the same when I went over to Oompton, and, 
finding him returned, told him exactly how matters stood, 
and why I was uneasy. He was a very cautious man, and 
did not let out much of his mind to me, but I could discover 
that he did not think I was anxious about Mrs. Weir entirely 
without cause, and he said that he would himself write to 
Mrs. Temple, and make inquiries, and would let me know 
what she said. He had no idea, himself, that anything was 
amiss with Mrs. Weir beyond nervousness, but he felt that 
unwise treatment might at last bring on the malady which 
Mrs. Temple had often hinted to him she feared. 

With this I was obliged to be satisfied, and there was not 
much leisure for indulging useless anxieties, as my attention 
was claimed by the preparations for the party, which inter- 
fered in no slight degree with the ordinary business of the 
farm. Indeed, since Jessie had gone out so much, it was 
almost more than I could do to keep things straight, and I 
often overworked myself, not liking to ask for extra help, 
lest it might begin a system which in the end would be ruin- « 
ous to Jessie's good principles, even if Koger could bear the 
expense. Jessie did now often say herself that I had so 
much to do ; but I knew she woidd not care if there wai 
another servant, and, once used to a certain number, did 
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would never think she could do with less. We were to have 
a dinner for the Kemps and one or two of our particular 
friends first, and the rest were to come in the evening, and 
having only the two parlours to put every one into, there 
was a good deal of difficulty in the arrangements. But Jes- 
sie saw none. The small parlour, she said, would do for 
dinner; it would not signiihr being a little crowded; we 
could bring in the round table from the other room, so that 
there would be plenty of space for the dishes, and every one 
would understand how it was ; and then we could put the 
kitchen benches roimd the wall in the large parlour ; and, 
if there were not enough, we might borrow some, and so ac- 
commodate all in the evening ; and whilst people were amus- 
ing themselves there, the litUe parlour might be cleared out 
for tea, and for any of the old people ; and afterwards supper 
might be laid out in it. All this betokened a deliberate 
intention of dancing ; for, without this, there was no reason 
why we should all crowd in such a way into the small par- 
lour ; and, at last, I taxed her with it, laughingly, saying I 
saw what she was aiming at, and she had much better 
own it at once, or we should make some great blunder. 

She turned round to Boger, who had been listening to 
her plan with a face half grave, half pleased, being amused, 
as I could see, with her ingenuity. 

" I knew Ursie would not allow it Koger," she said. 

^^ J^lease, dear Jessie 1 " I exclaimed, ^^ indeed, that is 
such a £Eilse way of putting it. Boger, will you only say 
what you wish ? " 

" To please every one," he replied, with a smile ; " which 
is just what you will say, Ursie, is impossible ; and so, I sup- 
pose, it is. But it seems to me we are rather in for a dance, 
though we have not given out that it is to be one." 

" Well, then," I said, lightly, for I felt it was no use 
any longer to fight the question ; " if we are to do it, we 
must see to some things at once, — ^music for instance." 

^' The fiddler from Compton will do quite well," said 
Boger. 

'^ He scrapes so," said Jessie, looking disappointed. " I 
said somethii^ to Mrs. Price the other day, and she told 
me that when they gave their party at Dene, they sent for a 
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man from Hove, who played beautifully, and, with the piano, 
they had charming music." 

** Dear Jessie 1 " I exclaimed, " did you really talk to 
Mrs. Price about the party ? " 

« Yes. Why shouldn't I ? " 

^^ It is so awkward to consult a person about a thing 
which she is not to take part in." 

" I did say I wished she could come ; but I didn't ez- 
actly invite her," said Jessie, in a hurried tone. 

" And what answer did she make, my dear ? " inquired 
Roger, quickly. 

" She haa an engagement for that evening," replied 
Jessie, " so it was out of the question. But you both look 
at me as if I had done something very wrong. Mrs. Price 
is not coming." 

" It would have been better to have consulted XJrsie be- 
fore you said anything," replied Boger. 

" Ursie doesn't fike Mrs. Price," said Jessie ; " and, 
Boger, dear, I didn't mean any harm ; but it came quite 
naturally, when I was there, having known her so many 
years, and she having been always so kind to me. Ana, 
besides, if we visit, I don't see why she is to be left 
out." 

It was a difficulty, certainly ; and Boger, with Jessie by 
his side, was not likely to solve it. I could only be thank- 
ful for the engagement. But we were not to be set free 
from Dene quite so easily, for Jessie added, " I had a note 
from Mrs. Price just now, saying that she thought she could 
put off her engagement, and I was going to ask what answer 
I had better send back, only we began talking about other 
matters." 

" You never told me anything about this before, my 
dear," said Boger, so gravely, that I thought if I had been 
Jessie I should have been frightened. 

She answered, nervously, "I forgot it when we drove 
home that day, and it has scarcely entered my head since ; 
and as Mrs. Price was not coming, there was no need to 
think of it." 

" But there is need now," I said. " May we see the 
note, Jessie ? " 



124 U B 8 U L A • 

would never think she could do with less. We were to have 
a dinner for the Kemps and one or two of our particular 
friends first, and the rest were to come in the evening, and 
having only the two parlours to put every one into, there 
was a good deal of difficulty in the arrangements. But Jes- 
sie saw none. The small parlour, she said, would do for 
dinner; it would not signify being a little crowded; we 
could bring in the round table from the other room, so that 
there would be plenty of space for the dishes, and every one 
would understand how it was ; and then we could put the 
kitchen benches round the wall in the large parlour ; and, 
if there were not enough, we might borrow some, and so ac- 
commodate all in the evening ; and whilst people were amus- 
ing themselves there, the little parlour might be cleared out 
for tea, and for any of the old people ; and afterwards supper 
might be laid out in it. All this betokened a deliberate 
intention of dancing ; for, without this, there was no reason 
why we should all crowd in such a way into the small par- 
lour ; and, at last, I taxed her with it, laughingly, saying I 
saw what she was aiming at, and she had much better 
own it at once, or we should make some great blunder. 

She turned round to Eoger, who had been listening to 
her plan with a face half grave, half pleased, being amused, 
as I could see, with her ingenuity. 

^^ I knew Ursie would not allow it Eoger," she said. 

^' J^lease, dear Jessie 1 " I exclaimed, ^^ indeed, that is 
such a £Eilse way of putting it. Roger, will you only say 
what you wish ? " 

" To please every one," he replied, with a smile ; " which 
is just what you will say, Ursie, is impossible ; and so, I sup- 
pose, it is. But it seems to me we are rather in for a dance, 
though we have not given out that it is to be one." 

" Well, then," I said, lightly, for I felt it was no use 
any longer to fight the question ; " if we are to do it, we 
must see to some things at once, — ^music for instance." 

'^ The fiddler from Compton will do quite well," said 
Roger. 

^' He scrapes so," said Jessie, looking disappointed. '' I 
said something to Mrs. Price the other day, and she told 
me that when they gave their party at Dene, they sent for a 
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man from Hove, who played beautifully, and, with the piano, 
they had charming music." 

** Dear Jessie 1 " I exclaimed, " did you really talk to 
Mrs. Price about the party ? '* 

« Yes. Why shouldn't I ? " 

^^ It is so awkward to consult a person about a thing 
which she is not to take part in." 

'< I did say I wished she could come ; but I didn't ex- 
actly invite her," said Jessie, in a hurried tone. 

*' And what answer did she make, my dear ? " inquired 
Roger, quickly. 

^^ She haa an engagement for that evening," replied 
Jessie, " so it was out of the question. But you both look 
at me as if I had done something very wrong. Mrs. Price 
is not coming." 

" It would have been better to have consulted XJrsie be- 
fore you said anything," replied Roger. 

" Ursie doesn't Ske Mrs. Price," said Jessie ; " and, 
Roger, dear, I didn't mean any harm ; but it came quite 
naturally, when I was there, having known her so many 
years, and she having been always so kind to me. Ana, 
besides, if we visit, I don't see why she is to be left 
out." 

It was a difficulty, certainly ; and Roger, with Jessie by 
his side, was not likely to solve it. I could only be thank- 
ful for the engagement. But we were not to be set free 
from Dene quite so easily, for Jessie added, << I had a note 
from Mrs. Price just now, saying that she thought she could 

fit off her engagement, and I was going to ask what answer 
had better send back, only we began talking about other 
matters." 

" You never told me anything about this before, my 
dear," said Roger, so gravely, that I thought if I had been 
Jessie I should have been frightened. 

She answered, nervously, "I forgot it when we drove 
home that day, and it has scarcely entered my head since ; 
and as Mrs. Price was not coming, there was no need to 
think of it." 

" But there is need now," I said. ** May we see the 
note, Jessie ? " 
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Her manner showed hesitation : she did not seem to know 
where she had left it. 

^' Yon had better go and find it, my dear," said Roger, 
and he sat himself down in a kind of determined attitude, 
which I knew meant that he was considerably put out. 

Jessie went off. We remained silent for some moments. 
Then I said, ^^ It is awkward ; but she cannot be expected to 
see things as we see them.'' 

Roger made no answer; and I did not venture any 
farther remark.. Just as we heard Jessie's step in the 
passage, however, he said, " You and I should probably have 
done the same, Ursie." And when Jessie entered, he went 
up to her, and took the note out of her hand with a good- 
humoured smile, quite as though nothing was the matter. He 
read the note aloud : — 

" My dear Jessie, — I find I can alter my day for dining 
in Hove, and as it would be great fim to see your first party, 
I have a notion of driving over, with as many gentlemen as 
I can bring, which I know will make me welcome. I don't 
know whether I shall persuade Macdonald to come; but, 
any how, you may expect your affectionate friend, 

" Jane Price." 

Roger laid down the note, and I caught it up. 

" Gentlemen ! " I exclaimed. " I am sure we don't 
want any of Mrs. Price's gentlemen here. What does it all 
mean?" 

" It means what a good many people think a good deal 
of," said Roger, laughing. " We ought not to quarrel with 
Mrs. Price for a word, Ursie. But this threatens more 
than we were prepared for." 

" I don't think Mr. Macdonald will come," said Jessie, 
and I thought she looked very uncomfortable. 

" There is something else scratched out," said Roger, 
'< which I suppose refers to him, only it is not honourable to 
try and read it." 

I took the note from him, — I really don't know why, — 
certainly with no intention of making out what had been 
erased. Then I laid it down, and accidentally looking at 
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my fingers saw that they were slightly stained with ink. 
The erasure was a fresh one. 

The feeling that came over me I shall never forget. I 
looked at Jessie, and my head seemed dizzy with doubt. 
Was it possible there could be any deception in her ? 

No, it was impossible. That sweet, smiling, confiding 
face could not be a mask, and she was even now making aU 
the amends in her power for the foolish thing she had done, 
by taking upon herself more than the blame which Eoger 
was inclined to give her. « 

" It was very wrong in me, I know," she said ; " I ought 
to have asked first, but the wish came into my head, and was 
out of my mouth, before I had time to consider ; and I re- 

?ented directly, and was so glad when Mrs. Price said * No.' 
t was quite a relief to me, and then it all passed away as if 
it had never happened, and I thought of mentioning what I 
had do©e, but I forgot it. That is all I have to say, but I 
am very sorry, very sorry indeed. Please, dear Eoger, for- 
give me." 

It was but a small fault. No wonder that Eoger for- 
gave it easily, with such a look of happy, trusting love. I 
could see then why he had kept such a guard over himself — 
that he might not show anger till he had heard the whole 
story. He was a man of singular self-command, and had 
tutored himself so that he never to my knowledge said a 
word to repent of. 

*^ We must make the best of the business, now," he said ; 
" and if Mrs. Price and the — ^what must we call them, XJr- 
sie ?— come, they shall have the best welcome I can give. 
All the more because the visit is not likely to be repeated 
often. Jessie, love, Sandcombe and Dene were never made 
to run together, and so I'm sure you will remember, and let 
your communications with Mrs. Price be kept within careful 
limits." 

He was quite enough in earnest then to satisfy even 
me, and Jessie, I perceived, was rather awed by him. 

" Ursie quite feels with me, I am sure," he added, turn- 
ing to me just as he was leaving the room, " and you will do 
well to consult her upon all points." 

He did not look at me, and I was thankful for it. The 



122 U B 8 U L A . 

consider that it is a husband^s duty to make life pleasant to 
his wife if it lies in his power. 

This was not a state of mind favourable to Christian 
charity, and it was therefore of necessity opposed to the love 
of God. I look back upon it now with great regret, and 
with only one comfort, that I was never blind to it, and never 
indulged it. On that day after the talk I had had with Mrs. 
Kemp, I went to my room feeling discontented with myself, 
without having anything positively to lay to my own charge, 
only being conscious when I took up my Bible, as I was ac- 
customed to do, to read the Evening Psalms, that a mist was 
floating between myself and Saviour ; that I could not come 
into His presence with that clearness of conscience, and 
quietness of spirit, which are essential for the enjoyment of 
his Love. Of course there was only one thing to be done, 
to pause at once and iJ^ire, with God^s help, where the 
feult lay. Mrs. Kemp had suggested it. I went over in my 
own mind all that had passed since the period of Eoger's 
engagement, and saw as I had never seen before how false had 
been the relation in which up to that time I had placed my* 
self with regard to him. I &ced the future, its possible 
trials, and certain vexations, and owned that there was but 
one way of meeting them ; to put away self once and for 
ever, to consider the good of others first, and my own feelings 
second ; to act in fact justly and truly in the new family re- 
lations which had been formed, recognising every claim, how- 
ever distasteful, and then to trust that God would, in His 
mercy, heal the wound which had been made, by making me 
dear to Koger and Jessie, not merely &om natural affection, 
but from the consciousness that I was their truest and 
kindest friend, and therefore essential to their happiness. 
When this point had been gained I was able to attend to my 
reading and prayers, and after they were ended I went down- 
stairs, and finding Jessie waiting upon William, took the op- 
portunity of telling her that she was a much better sister to 
^ him than myself, for I had scarcely seen him all day. Jessie's 
* face brightened as with sunshine when I said it, especially 
when William joined as lavishly in her praises. Whatever 
other faults Jessie might have, there was certainly no 
temper or angularity in her. 
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No news of Mrs. Weir, beyond the fact that Mrs. Temple 
had taken her to London 1 A hundred anxious fEtncies 
crowded into my mind, all based upon that one speech of 
Mrs. Kemp, that they might probably carry her to a Lunatic 
Asylum. Being very ignorant of the ways of the world in 
such cases, I md not know that this is more easily said 
than done, and I was certain that, when nervous and excited, 
Mrs. Weir was quite strange enough to induce any one to 
think that she was out of her mind. Not liking to interfere 
myself, I persuaded John Hervey to make friends with the 
woman who was lefb in charge of Stonediff, and by her 
means, as she sometimes wrote to Mrs. Temple's maid, to let 
me know what was going on. Miss Milicent's silence dis- 
turbed me a good deal, I feared my last letter must have 
gone astray, and I remembered what she had said about visit- 
ing Normandy, and thought it probable that might interfere 
with our having tidings of her for some time. Mr. Richard- 
son thought the same when I went over to Oompton, and, 
finding him returned, told him exactly how matters stood, 
and why I was uneasy. He was a very cautious man, and 
did not let out much of his mind to me, but I could discover 
that he did not think I was anxious about Mrs. Weir entirely 
without cause, and he said that he would himself write to 
Mrs. Temple, and make inquiries, and would let me know 
it'hat she said. He had no idea, himself, that anything was 
amiss with Mrs. Weir beyond nervousness, but he felt that 
unwise treatment might at last bring on the malady which 
Mrs. Temple had often hinted to him she feared. 

With this I was obliged to be satisfied, and there was not 
much leisure for indulging useless anxieties, as my attention 
was claimed by the preparations for the party, which inter- 
fered in no slight degree with the ordinary business of the 
farm. Lideed, since Jessie had gone out so much, it was 
almost more than I could do to keep things straight, and I 
often overworked myself, not liking to ask for extra help, 
lest it might begin a system which in the end would be ruin- < 
ous to Jessie's good principles, even if Boger could bear the 
expense. Jessie did now often say herself that I had so 
much to do ; but I knew she woidd not care if there was 
another servant, and, once used to a certain number^ di€i 
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floating between myself and Saviour ; that I could not come 
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quietness of spirit, which are essential for the enjoyment of 
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one way of meeting them ; to put away self once and for 
ever, to consider the good of others first, and my own feelings 
second ; to act in fact justly and truly in the new family re- 
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ever distasteful, and then to trust that God would, in His 
mercy, heal the wound which had been made, by making me 
dear to Boger and Jessie, not merely from natural affection, 
but from the consciousness that I was their truest and 
kindest friend, and therefore essential to their happiness. 
When this point had been gained I was able to attend to my 
reading and prayers, and after they were ended I went down- 
stairs, and finding Jessie waiting upon William, took the op- 
portunity of telling her that she was a much better sister to 
him than myself, for I had scarcely seen him all day. Jessie's 
face brightened as with sunshine when I said it, especially 
when William joined as lavishly in her praises. Whatever 
other faults Jessie might have, there was certainly no 
temper or angularity in her. 
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Asylum. Being very ignorant of the ways of the world in 
such cases, I did not know that this is more easily said 
than done, and I was certain that, when nervous and excited, 
Mrs. Weir was quite strange enough to induce any one to 
think that she was out of her mind. Not liking to interfere 
myself, I persuaded John Hervey to make friends with the 
woman who was lefb in charge of Stonecliff, and by her 
means, as she sometimes wrote to Mrs. Temple's maid, to let 
me know what was going on. Miss Milicent's silence dis- 
turbed me a good deal, I feared my last letter must have 
gone astray, and I remembered what she had said about visit- 
ing Normandy, and thought it probable that might interfere 
with our having tidings of her for some time. Mr. Richard- 
son thought the same when I went over to Oompton, and, 
finding him returned, told him exactly how matters stood, 
and why I was uneasy. He was a very cautious man, and 
did not let out much of his mind to me, but I could discover 
that he did not think I was anxious about Mrs. Weir entirely 
without cause, and he said that he would himself write to 
Mrs. Temple, and make inquiries, and would let me know 
it'hat she said. He had no idea, himself, that anything was 
amiss with Mrs. Weir beyond nervousness, but he felt that 
unwise treatment might at last bring on the malady which 
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would never think she could do with less. We were to have 
a dinner for the Kemps and one or two of our particular 
friends first, and the rest were to come in the eyening, and 
having only the two parlours to put every one into, there 
was a good deal of difficulty in the arrangements. But Jes- 
sie saw none. The small parlour, she said, would do for 
dinner; it would not signify being a little crowded; we 
could bring in the round table from the other room, so that 
there would be plenty of space for the dishes, and every one 
would understand how it was ; and then we could put the 
kitchen benches round the wall in the large parlour ; and, 
if there were not enough, we might borrow some, and so ac- 
commodate all in the evening ; and whilst people were amus- 
ing themselves there, the little parlour might be cleared out 
for tea, and for any of the old people ; and afterwards supper 
might be laid out in it. All this betokened a deliberate 
intention of dancing ; for, without this, there was no reason 
why we should all crowd in such a way into the small par- 
lour ; and, at last, I taxed her with it, laughingly, saying I 
saw what she was aiming at, and she had much better 
own it at once, or we should make some great blunder. 

She turned round to Koger, who had been listening to 
her plan with a face half grave, half pleased, being amused, 
as I could see, with her ingenuity. 

" I knew Ursie would not allow it Roger," she said. • 

'^ t^lease, dear Jessie 1 " I exclaimed, ^^ indeed, that is 
such a false way of putting it. Koger, will you only say 
what you wish ? " 

" To please every one," he replied, with a smile ; " which 
is just what you will say, Ursie, is impossible ; and so, I sup- 
pose, it is. But it seems to me we are rather in for a dance, 
though we have not given out that it is to be one." 

" Well, then," I said, lightly, for I felt it was no use 
any longer to fight the question ; ^' if we are to do it, we 
must see to some things at once, — ^music for instance." 

'^ The fiddler from Compton will do quite well," said 
Soger. 

^^ He scrapes so," said Jessie, looking disappointed. '* I 
said something to Mrs. Price the other day, and she told 
me that when they gave their party at Dene, they sent for a 
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man from Hove, who played beautifully, and, with the piano, 
they had charming music." 

** Dear Jessie!" I exclaimed, "did you really talk to 
Mrs. Price about the party ? " 

« Yes. Why shouldn't I ? " 

" It is so awkward to .consult a person about a thing 
which she is not to take part in." 

" I did say I wished she could come ; but I didn't ex- 
actly invite her," said Jessie, in a hurried tone. 

" And what answer did she make, my dear ? " inquired 
Boger, quickly. 

" She had an engagement for that evening," replied 
Jessie, " so it was out of the question. But you both look 
at me as if I had done something very wrong. Mrs. Price 
is not coming." 

" It would have been better to have consulted Ursie be- 
fore you said anything," replied Roger. 

" Ursie doesn't like Mrs. Price," said Jessie ; " and, 
Boger, dear, I didn't mean any harm ; but it came quite 
naturally, when I was there, having known her so many 
years, and she having been always so kind to me. And, 
besides, if we visit, I don't see why she is to be left 
out." 

It was a di£Giculty, certainly ; and Boger, with Jessie by 
his side, was not likely to solve it. I could only be thank- 
ful for the engagement. But we were not to be set free 
from Dene quite so easily, for Jessie added, '^ I had a note 
fix)m Mrs. Price just now, saying that she thought she could 
put off her engagement, and I was going to ask what answer 
I had better send back, only we began talking about other 
matters." 

" You never told me anything about this before, my 
dear," said Boger, so gravely, that I thought if I had been 
Jessie I should have been frightened. 

She answered, nervously, "I forgot it when we drove 
home that day, and it has scarcely entered my head since ; 
and as Mrs. Price was not coming, there was no need to 
think of it." 

" But there is need now," I said. " May we see the 
note, Jessie ? " 
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Her manner showed hesitation : she did not seem to know 
where she had left it. 

" Yon had better go and find it, my dear," said Roger, 
and he sat himself down in a kind of determined attitude, 
which I knew meant that he was considerably put out. 

Jessie went off. We remained silent for some moments. 
Then I said, ^^ It is awkward ; but she cannot be expected to 
see things as we see them." 

Boger made no answer; and I did not venture any 
farther remark.. Just as we heard Jessie's step in the 
passage, however, he said, " You and I should probably have 
done the same, Ursie." And when Jessie entered, he went 
up to her, and took the note out of her hand with a good- 
humoured smile, quite as though nothing was the matter. He 
read the note aloud : — 

" My dear Jessie, — I find I can alter my day for dining 
in Hove, and as it would be great fun to see your first party, 
I have a notion of driving over, with as many gentlemen as 
I can bring, which I know will make me welcome. I don't 
know whether I shall persuade Macdonald to come; but, 
any how, you may expect your affectionate friend, 

" Jane Pkiob." 

Eoger laid down the note, and I caught it up. 

" Gentlemen ! " I exclaimed. " I am sure we don't 
want any of Mrs. Price's gentlemen here. What does it all 
mean?" 

^' It means what a good many people think a good deal 
of," said Roger, laughing. " We ought not to quarrel with 
Mrs. Price for a word, Ursie. But this threatens more 
than we were prepared for." 

^^ I don't think Mr. Macdonald will come," said Jessie, 
and I thought she looked very uncomfortable. 

'^ There is something else scratched out," said Roger, 
'< which I suppose refers to him, only it is not honourable to 
try and read it." 

I took the note from him, — I really don't know why, — 
certainly with no intention of making out what had been 
erased. Then I laid it down, and accidentally looking at 
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my fingers saw that they were slightly stamed with ink. 
The erasure was a fresh one. 

The feeling that came over me I shall never forget. I 
looked at Jessie, and my head seemed dizzy with doubt. 
Was it possible there could be any deception in her ? 

No, it was impossible. That sweet, smiling, confiding 
face could not be a mask, and she was even now making all 
the amends in her power for the foolish thing she had done, 
by taking upon herself more than the blame which Roger 
was inclined to give her. • 

" It was very wrong in me, I know," she said ; " I ought 
to have asked first, but the wiak came into my head, and was 
out of my mouth, before I had time to consider ; and I re- 

?ented directly, and was so glad when Mrs. Price said * No.' 
t was quite a relief to me, and then it all passed away as if 
it had never happened, and I thought of mentioning what I 
had done, but I forgot it. That is all I have to say, but I 
am very sorry, very sorry indeed. Please, dear Roger, for- 
give me." 

It was but a small fault. No wonder that Roger for- 
gave it easily, with such a look of happy, trusting love. I 
could see then why he had kept such a guard over himself — 
that he might not show anger till he had heard the whole 
story. He was a man of singular self-command, and had 
tutored himself so that he never to my knowledge said a 
word to repent of. 

^^ We must make the best of the business, now," he said ; 
" and if Mrs. Price and the — ^what must we call them, Ur- 
sie ? — come, they shall have the best welcome I can give. 
All the more because the visit is not likely to be repeated 
often. Jessie, love, Sandcombe and Dene were never made 
to nm together, and so I'm sure you will remember, and let 
your communications with Mrs. Price be kept within careful 
limits." 

He was quite enough in earnest then to satisfy even 
me, and Jessie, I perceived, was rather awed by him. 

" Ursie quite feels with me, I am sure," he added, turn- 
ing to me just as he was leaving the room, " and you will do 
well to consult her upon all points." 

He did not look at me, and I was thankful for it. The 
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see things as we see them." 

Roger made no answer; and I did not venture any 
further remark.. Just as we heard Jessie's step in the 
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up to her, and took the note out of her hand with a good- 
humoured smile, quite as though nothing was the matter. He 
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than we were prepared for." 

" I don't think Mr. Macdonald will come," said Jessie, 
and I thought she looked very uncomfortable. 

" There is something else scratched out," said Roger, 
" which I suppose refers to him, only it is not honourable to 
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my fingers saw that they were slightly stained with ink. 
The erasure was a fresh one. 

The feeling that came over me I shall never forget. I 
looked at Jessie, and my head seemed dizzy with doubt. 
Was it possible there could be any deception in her ? 

No, it was impossible. That sweet, smiling, confiding 
face could not be a mask, and she was even now making all 
the amends in her power for the foolish thing she had done, 
by taking upon herself more than the blame which Roger 
was inclined to give her. • 

" It was very wrong in me, I know," she said ; " I ought 
to have asked first, but the wish came into my head, and was 
out of my mouth, before I had time to consider ; and I re- 
pented directly, and was so glad when Mrs. Price said * No.' 
It was quite a relief to me, and then it all passed away as if 
it had never happened, and I thought of mentioning what I 
had done, but I forgot it. That is all I have to say, but I 
am very sorry, very sorry indeed. Please, dear Roger, for- 
give me." 

It was but a small fault. No wonder that Roger for- 
gave it easily, with such a look of happy, trusting love. I 
could see then why he had kept such a guard over himself — 
that he might not show anger till he had heard the whole 
story. He was a man of singular self-command, and had 
tutored himself so that he never to my knowledge said a 
word to repent of. 

" We must make the best of the business, now," he said ; 
" and if Mrs. Price and the — ^what must we call them, Ur- 
sie ? — come, they shall have the best welcome I can give. 
All the more because the visit is not likely to be repeated 
often. Jessie, love, Sandcombe and Dene were never made 
to rim together, and so I'm sure you will remember, and let 
your communications with Mrs. Price be kept within careful 
limits." 

He was quite enough in earnest then to satisfy even 
me, and Jessie, I perceived, was rather awed by him. 

" Ursie quite feels with me, I am sure," he added, turn- 
ing to me just as he was leaving the room, ^^ and you will do 
well to consult her upon all points." 

He did not look at me, and I was thankful for it. The 
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'* Mrs. Weir likes little odd things, at odd times, I know. 
Ma'am," I said. " I dare say she doesn't fancy her dinner 
jnst now. Should you like to hear how long I have been on 
my journey. Ma'am ?" I added, addressing Mrs. Weir again ; 
and without waiting for an answer, I went on, in the old 
fashion, telling my story. I saw that Mrs. Temple thought 
me nearly as much out of my senses as Mrs. Weir could be, 
for I described every little trifle, in a manner so minute and 

S articular, as to a person in an ordinary state of mind must 
ave seemed little short of absurd. 

But I gained my point. Mrs. Weir Hstened, and at last 
said of her own accord, ** You have been a long time without 
eating, Ursula, are you not hungry ? " 

I was terribly afraid of taking a liberty, but I ventured 
to say, " If I might be allowed to have a biscuit. Ma'am, I 
think I should like it." 

A plate of biscuits was on the table, Mrs. Temple pushed 
it towards me, she could do no less, and then I went a step 
further. " These are such very nice biscuits, dear Ma'am," 
I said ; ^^ quite like those we used to have at Dene ; don't 
you remember them ? " I handed her the plate and she took 
one, not from liking or wanting it, but I had touched her cu- 
riosity. She would not try a second time, but the spell was 
a little broken ; she felt that she could eat ; her existence 
was not quite so unnatural. For that, I had little doubt, 
was the secret of her morbid and melancholy silence. She 
had been treated as though unlike every other person, unable 
to determine or think for herself, and requiring authority to 
control her weakness of mind, and at length the evil which 
was to be averted was actually almost produced. I do not 
mean to say that there were not circumstances which aggra- 
vated the misery of her stal;^, or that it was one which might 
not easily be mistaken ; a very little observation showed me 
that Mrs. Weir had gone many degrees back in her condition 
as a rational being since I last saw her at Stonecliff ; but I 
still believed that the mischief was more in the management 
than in herself. I question whether any of us, even in the 
soundest state of mind, if told we were in danger of losing 
our reason, and treated accordingly, would not finally be 
brought to the point of insanity; and Mrs. Temple, partly 
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- from impatience, partly from wrong judgment, had allowed 
herself to speak of Mrs. Weir, before her, in a way which so 
strongly implied her having no power of judgment upon any 
point, that Mrs. Weir herself believed it, and even alluded to 
her own state as one which must end in a still stricter 
control. 

I am not going to detail every little thing that Mrs. Weir 
did or said in this our first interview, or every method I took 
to shake her from her morbidness ; it would be only tiresome ; 
and, moreover, I have no such fi&ith in my own knowledge in 
these matters, as o be at all sure that I acted always judi- 
ciously. On the contrary, as I sat with her that afternoon 
trying all kinds of experiments, sometimes succeeding, and 
very often failing, I was more than once inclined to think 
that I was going on a wrong system ; or that, at any rate, if 
my efforts were based on a right foundation, they were at- 
tempted too late to be of use. Between seven and nine 
o'clock Mrs. Weir went back to her old moaning state, only 
now and then stopping to cry bitterly, and say that she had 
neglected all her duties, that God would never love her, and 
that every one had left her ; and then wandering off into 
some strange fancies, in which I, who knew her so well, could 
trace an association of ideas of things which had struck her 
in her reading, especially in the Bible, — ^all connected with 
her over-scrupulousness of conscience, — ^but which, certainly, 
to any person hearing only the disjointed sentences, would 
have sounded very much like the dreamings of a bewildered 
mind. 

It was a sad, sad evening. When I saw Mrs. Weir 
asleep, about half-past eleven, quiet and peacefrd for the first 
tune for so many hours, I could scarcely have grieved if I 
had been told that she was never to wake again. 



CHAPTER LXIII. 

Mrs. Wbik rose very late the next day. I saw John 
Hervey in the morning, and heard that he was to leave Lon- 
don in the afternoon. He was in a great hurry, and we said 
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only a few words about Mrs. "Weir. He begged me to stay 
as long as I could, and promised to ask Mary Kemp to help 
Jessie with advice as to how to manage things at Sandcombe. 
I did not tell him how earnestly I wished Mary could give 
advice upon other and more important matters. Before he 
left me I sent an affectionate message to Mary, and told John 
I was fflad he was going back to her, and he owned that it 
would be a comfort. It was pleasant to think that there were 
at least two persons in the world likely to be happy that day. 
Mrs. Temple kept herself aloof from me, and it was awkward 
enough in the morning, for I did not know where to sit or 
what to do ; but after Mrs. Weir was dressed, and when Dr. 
Green had paid his visit, I was told that I was to remain in 
Mrs. Weir's room, and I accordingly took my work there, 
and also finished a letter I had begun to Jessie. Mrs. Weir 
was not much better than when I first saw her. She sat by 
the fire, as on the preceding day, not working or employing 
herself, but following out my idea of taking every thing natu- 
rally ; I made no remark upon this, but only told her that 
I had to send a letter home, and hoped she would not think 
I was taking a liberty in writing it in her room ; and then I 
left her for a while to herself. 

Perhaps it was a good thing upon the whole that I was 
hurried and interrupted in my letter to Jessie ; it made what 
I said more forcible, and prevented me from enlarging upon 
facts which might have irritated her. All I could say was 
that I had noticed some things which had made me unhappy 
and uneasy, because I could not understand them, that if I 
did her injustice in thinking she had anything upon her 
mind, she must forgive me; but that I earnestly entreated 
her, if she had, to tell me what it was, that at least I might 
comfort her, even if I could not advise her ; and then I men- 
tioned what I had heard and observed on the night of the 
farty. I said nothing about her telling Roger, for I knew 
should only have a vague answer, and that it never would be 
done ; but I did hope that she might possibly place conficlence 
in me. I concluded very affectionately, and assured her 
that her happiness and Roger's would alone have induced me 
to enter upon the subject 

I don't think I had much hope of obtaining a satisfactory 
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answer, but I had eased my conscience, and I was then able 
to give my undivided attention to Mrs. Weir. I must add, 
however, that I enclosed a note to Roger, telling him all the 
particulars he would want to know, besides the few facts I 
had written on the preceding evening, and adding, that my 
letter to Jessie was on a little business, and I did not wish 
him to see it. That was, to my mind, the safest way of 
dealing with a reasonable being like Roger, who must know 
that cases might arise in which things could be said to his 
wife which could not be mentioned to him. 

Before the close of that day I saw clearly that I could 
not hope to return to Sandcombe as soon as I had intended ; 
at least if I was to be of any permanent use to Mrs. Weir. 
Dr. Green thought her better, more interested and collected 
in manner, when he talked to her ; but he said, what we all 
knew, that anything like recovery would be a work of time. 
He told me, when I happened to see him alone, that he saw 
I was exercising a good influence, and he begged me to stay. 
He said the same to Mrs. Temple afterwards, but she would 
not second his words. The moment she felt, a little less 
anxious, the old jealousy and dislike began to return. John 
Hervey, before he left me, had promised to see Mr. Macdon- 
ald, and obtain from him the information which I had failed 
to extort about Mr. Weir, as we both agreed that we must 
get Miss Milicent back at all hazards, as soon as she could 
leave her father. I sat in Mrs. Weir's room all the morn- 
ing, but in the afternoon I left for about an hour, and went 
out. The change was desirable for her and for me. She did 
not like my leaving her, which I thought a good sign. Mrs. 
Temple gave me a commission for a knitting-box, and I con- 
trived that she should talk about it before Mrs. Weir, and 
made some difficulty in the matter of choice, merely to pro- 
long the conversation. I wanted to let a breath of fresh air 
into the shut-up mind. Afterwards, when I returned, I 
brought three or four boxes to look at. Mrs. Weir did not 
seem to remark them when I laid them near her, but when 
Mrs. Temple had made her choice, she asked to see it, and 
said it was pretty, and the words were like music to me. At 
the time when I had noticed, the evening before, that her 
spirits began to fail, and her mind to grow weak and con- 
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fosed, I begged Andrews to let me have my tea, and, seeing 
me enjoy itT^Irs. Weir was persuaded to take a Httle herself, 
and I am sure it did her good. She kept up much longer, 
and liked, I saw, to hear me talk ; and when at length she 
grew tired, and began to cry, and say strange wandering 
things, I stopped her, by proposing to read a Psalm to her, 
and then the maid came and she went to bed. But how long 
was this state of things to last ? and what could I decide 
upon doing ? 

I worried myself with the question at night, and in the 
morning felt how worse than vain and useless had been my 
perplexity. 

Three letters were brought to me ; one from Jessie, one 
from John Hervey, and a third from Miss Milicent. Jessie's 
was opened first, and with a trembling hand. 

" My dearest Ursie, — It is very kind in you to write to 
me, and if you were here, perhaps, I might be able to talk 
to you, for I am not very happy, but you know I cannot ex- 
press myself in a letter ; I have not been taught how ; and I 
dare say I shall do very well, and when things are gone by 
there is not much good in saying anything about them. 
I have had a bad headache all day. Roger is gone to Hove. 
Esther broke a glass bottle this morning. Two of the little 
chicks are dead, we cannot think how. I am your very affec- 
tionate sister, 

"Jessie Grant." 

Little comfort indeed there was in that ! The words 
* not very happy" went to my heart. But writing was evi- 
dently useless. I had forgotten that Mrs. Weir had taught 
me to express myself easily and correctly, and that Jessie 
had had no teaching at all. To think of gaining her confi- 
dence by letter was like seeking to obtain entrance into a 
blocked-up house. I turned to John Hervey's letter; a feel- 
ing, which I could not explain, made me keep Miss Mili- 
cent's to the last. 

" Dear Ursie, — Mr. Weir is lying ill at a little inn, at a 
place called Andely, in Normandy ; uiat will be Miss Mill* 
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cent's address. I can get nothing ont of Mr. Macdonald, 
but I begin shrewdly to suspect that he and Captain Price 
have money embarked in the same speculations as Mr. Weir, 
and that the object in keeping Miss Milicent there is to per- 
suade her to throw her little fortune into it, which she is as 
likely as not to do. I hope some one will be able to inter- 
fere, though I don't see how it is to be done, unless she can 
be brought back to England. I only saw Mary for a min- 
ute last night ; she is very well, and will be much cheered 
by news I have had. I trust you are getting on well. In 
haste, very sincerely yours, 

" John Hbrvet." 

That was easy to comprehend, except, what did he mean 
by the news which had cheered Mary ? 

Miss Milicent's letter was less scrawling than usual ; the 
date was Andely : — 

" Dear Ursie Grant, — I have had two letters from you, 
both at one time. French people don't trouble themselves 
much with the post. My father is very ill, and I can't come 
home any how. We left Paris about a month ago, and have 
been at a great many places since, but now my father is so ill, 
we can't move about. He has a fever ; the doctor, I think, 
says he is better, but he talks odd French, and as I am not 
well up in the language, I don't always understand him. I 
wish my governess had taught me French better, but she 
didn't know I should go abroad. If my father doesn't get 
better he must get worse ; that is why I should be glad to 
have a friend here, but there is not any woman I know in 
France who would come ; indeed, I don't take to women 
generally, and have made most friends with men. If my 
mother's trustees, who are always troublesome, were here, i 
should like to talk to them. There are ways of making 
money in France which there are not in England. My 
mother would do well to think of this. Perhaps if you were 
to talk to her about it, it might rouse her up. 1 always 
found that when we settled up accounts, she put herself more 
in a fuss than at other times. I like French ways, they are 
so independent The other day I sat down on a box at the 



160 U B 8 U L A . 

railway station and mended the braid of my dress, and no- 
body looked at me. I sit up with my father at night ; it is 
very lonely. I am sorry Matilda Temple worries my mother 
so much ; I always knew she would. My father might have 
done without me at Paris, but he could not here, so it is all 
well I came. He was very kind, and took me travelling 
about to see Normandy. We walked a good deal, which is 
how he caught the fever. I think when he gets better we 
may go into Brittany. He will want change, but if I am to 
stay with him I must have that money my aunt left me put 
into my own hands. I mean to write to the lawyer about it. 
I, don't think my father is so well to-day. You will see why 
I can't come home. Mr. Macdonald wrote to my father 
lately on a little business ; he says he often sees you and 
your pretty sister-in-law. People said she would have mar- 
ried him if she had not married your brother. But she has 
made the best choice, for Boger Grant is an honest man. I 
keep my eyes and ears open, as is necessary, and I am never 
taken in by any one. Good-bye, Ursie Grant ; you must 
quite see why I have done right, and I shall be obliged to 
you to write and tell me so. 

" I am your sincere friend, 

" MiLicENT Weib. 

" P.S. — I only want to be in England for a doctor for 
my father. I never was down-hearted before, but this is a 
very out-of-the-way place. 1 shall write to my mother, and 
tell her about my father, and that will explain all. He has 
been talking of her, and sent her a message." 

I had this letter open in my hand, when Mrs. Temple 
knocked at my bedroom door and immediately entered. Her 
quick eye caught the handwritiDg directly. 

" You have had a letter, I see, from Miss. Weir." 
" Yes, Ma'am ; she informs me Mr. Weir is very ill, and 
says that she intends writing to Mrs. Weir. May I ask if 
she has done so ? Miss Milicent tells me that her father has 
been talking of Mrs. Weir, and has sent her a message." I 
came to the point at once ; it was the only way in dealing 
with Mrs. Temple, to take her unprepared. 
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She hesitated, stammered, began a negative, then sud- 
denly changiDg her tone, said, in a confidential tone, ^' I 
think, — ^yes, I believe, there may be a letter ; but in Mrs. 
Weir's present state, it will not do to alarm her." • 

" Perhaps, Ma'am," I said, " being alarmed may do her 
good." 

" Oh, no ! impossible. With her shattered nerves, quiet 
is the one important point. I could not answer it to Doctor 
Green." 

It was an opportunity for being bold, and I was resolved 
to take advantage of it. " K you will excuse my saying it. 
Ma'am," I replied, " it seems to me that quiet has been tried 
upon Mrs. Weir already, without much effect. What comes 
in the ordering of Providence may be better for her than 
any plan of ours." 

" But Mr. Weir is ill you say ; surely you don't intend 
to take upon yourself the responsibility of telling Mrs. Weir. 
If you do, I put the case out of my hands entirely. I will 
have nothing to do with it, — ^nothing. It is the height of 
imprudence; I must send immediately for Dr. Green." 

" I have no wish to tell Mrs. Weir anything. Ma'am," I 
said ; " but if I were left to myself I should take what seems 
to be sent in a natural way ; and as Miss Milicent has writ- 
ten, I should give the letter." 

" Milicent's letter ! — and with a message in it ! — Mrs. 
Weir will be frantic. She will say instantly that she must 
go." 

" And I should let her go. Ma'am." 

Mrs. Temple turned away from me and walked to the 
other end of the room. Then facing me suddenly, she said, 
" And who is to go with her ? " 

I made no answer, for I could not think of one. 

" You see ! " exclaimed Mrs. Temple, " it is an impossi- 
bility ; it has been so from the beginning. People have 
taken upon them, I know, to condemn my course of action ; 
things have been said, — ^very unkind things, — unjustifiable ; " 
— and she fixed her eyes upon me, — " but the moment any 
other course is proposed, insurmountable difficulties are dis- 
covered. Mrs. Weir is but a child, and must be treated as 
such. She is worse than a child, indeed ; there can be only 
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one end to this sad business. Miss Grant, jou are but play- 
ing with Dr. Green, in pretending that you can do any thing. 
You know as well as I do how long this evil has been going 
on ; the sooner Mrs. Weir is placed under strict control, the 
better it will be for herself and for her friends." 

I had scarcely listened to the greater part of this tirade, 
my thoughts had been centred on one point. When Mrs. 
Temple had finished I made no reply, beyond remarking that 
I hoped the case was not quite so sad ; and assuring Mrs. 
Temple that I would take no responsibility on myself with- 
out Dr. Green's permission, I begged her to excuse my leav- 
ing her, and went down-stairs to Mrs. Weir. 

As I sat in the room working, and trying to talk, my 
mind was revolving the difficult answer to Mrs. Temple's 
question. It was one for which I felt I must be prepared 
before I could urge my wish with regard to the letter. Cer- 
tainly to tell Mrs. Weir that her husband was dangerously 
ill, and then to shut her up as before, would be merely driv- 
ing her frantic. But on the other hand, to keep the intelli- 
gence from her, and at last perhaps have to inform her that 
he was dead, was a probability frightful to contemplate in 
its effects. Mrs. Temple's objection I believed to be based 
principally upon an obstinate belief in her own system. In 
Mrs. Weir's present state it could no longer be a point of im- 
portance to keep her in the house. She was an incessant 
anxiety, and medical expenses were running away with any 
advantage that might be expected from sharing housekeeping. 
The one natural way of solving the difficulty would be to 
offer to go to France myself; and a short time before, I 
should have proposed it without a moment's hesitation. But 
through all Uiis painful time of trouble on Mrs. Weir's ac- 
count I had one thought, more painful, more anxious, than 
any other, — ^it concerned Jessie. To picture her as unhappy, 
awoke a feeling which I scarcely knew to exist. She had 
become dearer to me than I was at all aware of Her gen- 
tleness had won upon me. Her very ignorance and seeming 
helplessness had formed a tie between us ; above all she was 
Boger's wife, and now that the first bitterness of disappoint- 
ment was over, that was a claim upon my affection, which I 
could not but feel I longed to be at Sandcombe again. 
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Since the ice was broken, I thought I might work wonders 
with her, — console, advise, guard her, — ^above all, bring her 
to openness with Roger. If left to herself, I had fears of 
continued deception, thoughtlessness, extravagance, weak 
yielding to Mrs. Price's influence ; all likely to lead to irre- 
trievable mischief between her and Roger. Unhappy! so 
early in her married life ! It seemed that I must go back 
to her. But it was not to be. Dr. Green came before I 
could make up my mind what was to be done. I saw him 
alone, and put Mrs. "Weir's case before him. He took my 
view. There was a visible improvement since my arrival ; 
and he was inclined to think that it would be wiser to act 
according to the natural course of events. " No excite- 
ment," he said, " could be worse than the dreary melancholy 
into which Mrs. Weir had fallen. Of course, I was prepared 
to go with her, if she wbhed to join her husband." He 
took it as the simplest, easiest thing in the world, — as 
though I had no claim, or interest, or occupation, apart from 
Mrs. Weir. I believe he rather imagined — ^so little did he 
know of my circumstances — that I was accustomed to wait 
upon and manage persons whose minds were diseased. I did 
not contradict him, because I felt it would be hopeless to 
make him see as I saw ; and when I hesitated, he was so sur- 
prised, and so hasty, that my courage quite failed me in 
talking to him, and I only stood still and listened to what 
he said. 

Mrs. Temple came in, and the question was discussed 
with her, and being thoroughly provoked, she naturally 
threw all the burden upon me. " The idea was to her," 
she owned, " quite preposterous ; but she could only bow to 
Dr. Grreen's opinion. As I advocated the scheme, and had 
so much confidence in my own powers, I was the fit person 
to carry it out. She wished it to be understood that it was 
entirely against her judgment, and firom this moment she re*- 
pudiated all responsibility as regarded Mrs. Weir. As for 
me, I was very young ; I had no experience ; I was perfectly 
ignorant of the French language ; I was weakly indulgent in 
my treatment of Mrs. Weir; but it was useless to say any- 
thing ; in fact, all had been said that could be ; but no one 
considered her opinion." I can't go on any further. Mrs. 
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Temple talked for at least five minutes without pause, 
scarcely stopping to take breath. At the end of this time 
Dr. Green, who had become perfectly cool, whilst listening 
to her, remarked quietly, that I had shown so much judg- 
ment already, he could not believe but that I should be 
equal to any emergency. Mrs. Temple left the room 
haughtily, and he went on with some more inquiries and 
directions concerning Mrs. Weir. 

But I was determined to make no hasty engagement. I 
begged to be allowed a day to consider. "I was by no 
means prepared," I said, " to go abroad." Dr. Green 
thought that money was the difficulty, and assured me he 
would undertake that I should be sufficiently recompensed. 
But this was not in my mind for a moment ; I only wished 
to see what was right. As I stood there, I began weighing 
the conflicting claims, especially considering whether it 
would be possible to find some one to take my place, when 
Mrs. Temple rushed into the room in alarm. Mrs. Weir 
had learnt the news, — her state of agitation was terrific, and 
we must go to her directly. She looked very much alarmed, 
and well she might be, for in her irritation and perverse- 
ness, she had pretended to misunderstand Dr. Green's inten- 
tions ; and wishing, as she said, to have the business over, 
had given Mrs. Weir Miss Milicent's letter without any word 
of preparation or kindness. 

I will not attempt to describe the scene we had to go 
through in consequence; it would be too painful. Mrs. 
Weir was thrown back to a state much worse than that in 
which I had found her. She could be calmed only by strong 
opiates. I had no longer any doubt where my duty lay. 
Leave her I could not, even to go back to Sandcombe for a 
day to see Jessie, and satisfy my mind about her. The 
journey to France was a last alternative, but it must be 
tried, unless I wished to have it upon my conscience that, by 
refusing to go, I had forgotten the kindness shown me in 
past years, and the hopes of assistance I had lately held out, 
and aided in shattering the little remaining strength of Mrs. 
Weir's mind. I was the person commissioned to tell her 
that she was going, and that I would accompany her. It 
was very touching to hear her — ^not at first taking in the 
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possibility — saying " sbe was a prisoner ; she was not fit to 
go about ; and she was losing her senses, her niece had often 
told her so. Bui she should wish to go ; and Mr. Weir, she 
thought, had sent her a message ; only, she might have 
dreamt about him. And he was her husband, and God 
would wish her to attend to him ; but then she couldnH go. 
Would God be angry with her because she didn't ? " And, 
at last, holding my hand very tightly, and saying, again and 
again, " I love you, Ursula ; you are very kind to me, and 
you won't be angry with me. I love you very much ; but I 
am losing my senses, and they will shut me up, and that will 
be best for me." And then crying so bitterly, that it made 
my heart ache to hear her. I began to feel at last as though 
we were really in a prison, and that nothing would go well 
with us till we were out of it 

Such an amount of business as I had then upon my hands 
would have made my brain nearly as confused as Mrs. Weir's 
but for Dr. Green's help. I think he saw plainly now how 
matters stood, and was prepared to find Mrs. Temple inter- 
posing difficulties, which it would be his business to overcome. 
The first thing he did was to find a trusty maid who under- 
stood French, and to put her under my authority. He gave 
me instructions himself as to passports, and railroads, and 
steamers, and hotels, and gave me full directions as to any 
medical care which Mrs. Weir might require. Mrs. Temple 
was seldom referred to, which I was sorry for, since it gave 
her a more bitter feeling against me, and induced her to worry 
her husband, who, in his good nature, and being rejoiced, I 
suspect, to be rid of Mrs. Weir, made himself very useful in 
messages and inquiries. We had what Miss Milicent would 
have called a very trying time ; and, in the midst of all this 
external worry, I had my own secret anxieties which could 
be mentioned to no one. I wrote again to Jessie, urging her, 
by every argument and motive that I could possibly suggest, 
to talk openly to Roger as she would to me, and to throw 
herself entirely into his hands ; and, feeling in my own mind, 
that my wordi would be without eflfect, 1 did what, under 
other circumstances, I should have shrunk from. I wrote to 
Mrs. Kemp, begging her, if she loved me, to keep her eye 
upon Jessie, and to interfere, if necessary, to guard her from 
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the Dene intimacy, even at the risk of making Koger angry, 
and telling her that I had very serions reasons for this re- 
quest. My words, I knew, would be open to*misconstructien, 
and might increase Mrs. Kemp's prejudice, but she was 
honest-hearted and very kind, and would act upon them. 
That was all I cared for at the moment. To Eoger himself, 
1 wrote chiefly upon business matters. He would under- 
stand, I knew, the pressing claims which had forced me so 
suddenly to leave all my duties. It would never cross his 
mind to blame me because he was inconvenienced. ^^I 
hoped," I said, *^ I should return soon, but, in the meantime, 
I thought that Jessie would manage tolerably well, if he 
could, lOT a little while, let her have some additional help in 
the kitchen, so that she might chiefly have to superintend and 
give orders.'' I said this particularly, because he was begin- 
ning to be anxious about her health. Next sprin? there 
might be a little Jessie, and I knew this fact would make 
him anxiously careful about her, and think she ought not to 
do anything; whereas occupation would be the greatest 
safeguard she could have. I sent also a few lines to William, 
that he might not think himself forgotten ; and I wrote to 
John Hervey, telling him all I thought he would wish to 
know, and adding a kind word about Mary. When I had 
despatched all these letters, I felt that my English business 
was done. I had then only to think of France and Miss 
Milicent, to whom I sent a few lines, telling her she might ex- 
pect her mother very shortly, but that I could give her no fixed 
day for our arrival. Louise, the new maid, however, assured 
us that Andely was a respectable town, and we should be 
sure to find accommodation there. What was to be done 
afterwards depended much on Mr. Weir's state. 



CfiAPTER LXIV. 

We crossed to Havre on a calm night. Mrs. Weir bore 
the journey to Southampton better than I anticipated ; but 
she was very tired when we got on board the steamer, and I 
persuaded her to go to bed immediately. I found her as do- 
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cile as a child, and, generally speaking, with a clear compre- 
hension of all that was being done and said ; only, now and 
then, especially when suffering from any kind of physical ex- 
haustion, the nervous excitement returned, and die would 
talk hurriedly and incoherently. When this happened, I 
took no notice, except by giving her a soothing draught, re- 
commended by Dr. Green, which quieted her for a time, and, 
indeed, put her into a kind of torpid state, but he had urged 
me on no account to use it often. ^^ His hope was," he said, 
'< that change of scene, and absence of mental wony, would, 
by degrees, in a measure restore her nerves, without any such 
assistance. She was likely to prove a good sailor. If she 
was not, it would do her no harm." The matter was indif- 
ferent to him, but it was not so to me, for, as I had never 
been on the sea before, I had great misgivings on my own 
account, and, feeling very dizzy and uncomfortable, it was 
no slight relief to me to see Mrs. Weir assleep in her berth, 
under the care of the new maid, Louise, and to be able to go 
on deck for a little fresh air myself. There were but few 
passengers, and scarcely any foreigners. No one came near 
me to interrupt me, and as long as I stayed on deck I really 
enjoyed myself. The sky was brilliant and cloudless ; the 
sea so calm that one star was reflected in the water as though 
it had been the moon. I was more at peace than I had been 
since I left Sandcombe. I was not, indeed, free from un- 
easiness, and that of a serious kind, but my home cares were 
necessarily, for the time being, put away, and the sense of 
powerlessness is sometimes a great rest. As it grew late I 
went down into the cabin. A berth had been provided for 
me just above Mrs. Weir's, and I clambered into it and slept, 
not a comfortable sleep, for the incessant noises of the ship 
disturbed me greatly, and whenever I woke certain very dis- 
agreeable sensations reminded me that I had better not at- 
tempt to move. But there was something in the novelty 
which lessened discomfort, and a strange, awful, yet pleasur- 
able feeling, in looking out of the port-hole upon tJie wide 
waste of waters gleaming in the moonlight. It carried me 
back in imagination to St. Anne's Hill, and the times when 
I had looked from it upon the same sea, and thought it the 
image of Eternity, and that unknown and endless existence 
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Beemed nearer to me than it had ever heen before, for I felt 
that there was indeed bnt " a step between me and death." 
I woke very early, dressed myself qnickly, and was prepared 
to wait npon Mrs. Weir before Lonise, who was bat a bad 
sailor, was able to leave her berth. The Inggage was trusted 
to her, so she went on deck to look after it, and I persuaded 
Mrs. Weir to follow as soon as she conld ; bat she shrank 
from the thonght of strangers, and fancied it impossible to 
moont the narrow st:iirs. When at length I succeeded in 
persuading her, I regretted having done so, for the confusion 
was, to my inexperienced eye, hopelessly bewildering. We 
were just about to land, and some strange Frenchmen, with 
cocked hats, and swords, were on the deck, giving orders as 
if they were lords of every one, and people were calling from 
the shore, and answering from the idiip, and rushing hither 
and thither, with boxes, bags, and trunks, and every now and 
then addressing me in sentences made up of two English 
words to six French ones. I could only obey Louise, who, 
at intervals, came up to us saying, " Sit still, sit still ; don't 
be impatient," and I should have sat there till night if I had 
not been told to move, and so, I think, would Mrs. Weir, for 
she seemed quite cowed by the bustle. How at last we got 
on shore, and found a carriage, and were placed in it, with 
our luggage, I have never been able to telL I only know 
that we did manage eveiything, and without much difficulty, 
and that we were driven through some narrow streets to the 
hotel which Dr. Green had recommended; and I know also 
that I could have been very much amused, that I was so in- 
deed, at intervals ; only I was so occupied in thinking of 
Mrs. Weir. It came over me, I remember, as we turned 
away from the port, and I looked back upon the sea which 
separated me from England, that perhaps after all we had 
made a mistake. 

And certainly there was some reason to fear it that after- 
noon. Mrs. Weir was so tired and ill, it was useless to think 
of going on farther the same day, though we had landed 
about seven in the morning. Louise said she would require 
a rest of several days ; but I was sure that a settled delay 
in one place would increase her illness, unless she was actual- 
ly unable, from bodily weakness, to attempt the journey. I 
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nursed her all the morning, just as I should have done in 
London, reading her to sleep, and talking till I was nearly 
worn out ] and it was not till late in the afternoon that 1 
could leave her for half-an-hour, judt to walk round the town 
and see what the place was like. But even that half-hour 
did wonders for me, — it was hetter than sleep, or reading, or 
anything that could have been offered me to distract my 
thoughts. It was like a new fresh life. The quaintness, 
and prettiness, and strangeness of everything, were a perfect 
cordial to my spirits. I went back to the hotel with all kinds 
of absurd things to tell Mrs. Weir, and feeling as though I 
had purchased a new book which I was sure would iuterest 
her; and by and by, creatly to my wonder, she made me 
push the sofa, on which she was lying, close to the window, 
that she might look out and see the curious things I had been 
talking about. Louise must have been quite surprised at 
my delight. She knew little about Mrs. Weir, and France 
was her native country, though she had lived chiefly in Eng- 
land. To me the sight of Mrs. Weir, pointing to a Nor- 
mandy cap, worn by a peasant who passed underneath our 
windows, brought one of the most hop^ul feelings I had 
ever experienced. Our next day's journey was by railway 
to Eouen. Dr. Green had recommended our trying short 
distances, so as to avoid over-fatigue, and to give Mrs. Weir 
an opportunity of becoming interested in the places we passed 
through. His advice was certainly wise, for on the second 
day Mrs. Weir was so roused by the novelty of everything, 
and so calmed by the thought that she was at length goinc to 
her husband, that she was at intervals quite as well as when 
I last saw her at Stonecliff. We arrived at Rouen early, and 
with her usual unselfishness, she made a point of sending me 
out ; and I am afraid I took advantage of the permission to 
stay longer than I ought to have done, as it was nearly dark 
when I returned. But I left Mrs. Weir inclined to sleep, 
and Louise with her, so that I was not anxious ; and really 
the beauty and strangeness of the place made me quite for* 
get how time went I should have been frightened at walk- 
ing about in a foreign town by myself, so the mistress of the 
hotel very good-naturedly sent one of her little boys, who had 
learned to speak a few words of English, with me ; and, with 
Vol. II— 8 
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his help, I made my way through numbers of narrow streets, 
looking into churches and public buildings as I went along, 
till I was in a maze of bewilderment and delight. All I re- 
ally wanted was to have Roger with me, that I might now 
and then give vent to my excitement, and say, " Do look, how 
beautiful ! or how droll ! " I believe I did catch hold of my 
little companion once or twice, to his great astonishment. 
One thing, though, I could not reconcile myself to, and that 
was the dirt. Yet even that was unlike English dirt ; if it 
had been, I don't think I could have endured to stay in the 
place. But it had a look of its own, quite different from 
anything I ever noticed, or could have imagined, — ^a kind of 
suitableness it was, which made me feel as though Rouen 
would not have been Rouen without it ; and I laughed at it 
to myself as I walked along the street, and, when I went 
back to the hotel, tried to forget it. As to the churches, I 
oan't in the least describe properly the effect they had upon 
me. Having seen nothing but Compton Church, and Hat- 
ton, except once, when being in London for a few days, I was 
taken to St. Paul's and Westminster Abbey, they came upon 
me at first like buj^ings that could not belong to this world, 
— ^they were so vast and beautiful Then as I hurried through 
them, such odd things struck my eye, — tawdry images, and 
little candles, and artificial flowers, — and such a very dirty 
pavement, — ^I was quite surprised. Neither did I know what 
to make of the people who were in them ; some seemed very 
earnest at their prayers, and others were looking about all 
the while they were repeating them. I thought that, per- 
haps, I had better not try and form any opinion, for it was 
impossible in that short peep that I could understand about 
their religion. I should have liked very much to stay and 
say my prayers in one of the churches myself, but I was 
afraid people would notice me ; and I thought, too, that per- 
haps no one was allowed to do so except Roman Catholics. 
As I could not speak French, and my little companion was 
only able to understand short sentences, it seemed better to 
leave the matter. 

We were to start from Rouen about twelve o'clock the 
next day, to go by railway to Gaillon, and from thence to 
Andely. What kind of place this Andely was I oould not 
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make out. Louise declared it was " very well, very good, — 
I need not make myself to fidget, — we should get on beauti- 
ful.'' But then she had adopted this tone about everything 
we had seen since we landed in France. Even the dirt of 
Rouen was in her eyes sacred. My chief comfort was that 
Mrs. Weir was able to put up in a wonderful way abroad, 
with things which would have distressed her for days at 
home. The bodily fatigue, and the calmer state of her mind, 
caused her to sleep better ; and this quieted her nerves. I 
was not going to allow myself to be anxious, for that would 
do no good ; and moreover, I trusted implicitly to Louise. 
At the railway stations she managed everything ; I only un- 
dertook the charge of Mrs. Weir. So it was that the next 
%day, when we were prepared to set off, I left the luggage in 
her care, and sent her off to have it registered before Mrs. 
Weir and I arrived. Greatly to my annoyance, I found her 
at the station gossiping with some friends whom she had met. 
I disliked the notion of her having any acquaintances ; but I 
could not exactly find fault. She assured me everything was 
right, and I took my seat with Mrs. Weir, leaving Louise to 
follow in a second-class carriage. I don't think a railway 
journey is ever pleasant; and it was provoking, to find every- 
thing abroad so much like what it is in England. Mrs. Weir 
had little to amuse her, and sat quiet, with that depressed air 
which I so much dreaded. I tried to attract her attention, 
but she did not care for the view, which was very pretty, 
though we passed through the country so quickly that the 
pleasure of looking at it was much lessened in consequence. 
We went along the banks of the Seine, which wound in and 
out so that we could not always tell on which side the rail- 
way was carried. A range of low hills bordered it on the 
left bank, and there were openings between them, showing 
glimpses of what I thought ^ould be very lovely valleys ; 
but wherever there was any cultivation the country looked 
dreary from the absence of hedgerows; and there was a 
want of trimness in the way the land was farmed, which I 
was sure would shock Roger's eye. Besides, I did not at all 
like the little long strips of fields, like cottagers' gardens. 
It did not seem as though there could be any people in 
France holding the same place as Farmer Kemp, and William, 
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and Boger. Bat there again, as it was with the churches, per- 
haps I was no judge about it. Louise told me that people in 
France are obliged to divide their property equally amongst all 
their children, or at least, I believe the eldest son has two 
shares. The notion of an equal division pleased me at first, it 
seemed so just ; but when I thought it ov^r, it seemed as if, in 
the end, the property which a person might have would be cut 
up, and the portions become less and less, until all would be 
poor together. 

The distance to Gaillon was not great ; when the train 
stopped, I got out quickly, collected the cloaks and shawls, 
helped Mrs. Weir to alight, led her to a seat, and then looked 
up for Louise. She was standing quite calmly waiting for 
I knew not what The train rushed oS. I went up to her,# 
'^ Louise, where is the luggage ? '' 

" Oh I quite right," was the reply, " it is always right in 
France." I turned away contentedly, but recollecting that 
we were not to stay at Gaillon all night, I went back, and 
asked, where we were to find a carriage to take us on to 
Andely. 

" It will come quite in time, don't trouble yourself, there 
is one in communicatioq," and Louise walked away from me, 
and began talking to a Frenchman. I was not satisfied, 
there was no sign of either carriage or luggage ; Mrs. Weir 
was beginning to feel chilly, and in spite of the commenda- 
tions of Louise, I felt in my own mind that a French rail- 
way station is not always as comfortable as an English one. 
I put a cloak round Mrs. Weir, and then looked again at 
Louise, her countenance expressed the utmost consternation. 
She rushed up to me, wringing her hands. ^^ Ah I the lug- 
gage ! the luggage ! it is gone, the stupid wretch, not to have 
known — ^not to have heard I I told him." 

"Who? what?" I exclaimed. "The luggage gone? 
you told me it was all right." 

" Yes, right, it is right ; it was registered for Paris. It 
has gone there." 

I did not in the least understand, and it was some time 
before I could be made to do so. Louise, in her inexcusable 
carelessness, had told one of her friends to have the luggage 
registered instead of attending to it herself. He had blun- 
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dered, and thought from somethisg she said, that she was 
going on to Paris ; so the luggage had not been taken out at 
Gaillon, and whilst we were standing and quietly looking on, 
our boxes and bags were rushing away from us at the rate 
of twenty miles an hour. I believe what aggravated Louise 
more than her own folly, was my stupidity in not being able 
to make out why the registering was of such consequence. 
French railways were things I was only just beginning to 
comprehend. For the future, however, I felt I must exert 
myself, and learn to manage matters my own way, so I left 
Louise to meditate upon her provoking negligence, and ex- 
plain to the station-master that he must telegraph for the 
luggage, and walked away to see what hope there might be 
%of finding a carriage to take us on to Andely. A very tiny 
omnibus was standing at the station ; by it was an old sun- 
burnt, grey-headed Frenchman, dressed in a kind of blue 
smock-frock, with a long whip in his hand. My heart sank. 
Louise came up. " Is that our carriage ? " I asked. 

" Oh ! yes, a very good carriage ; what can be expected 
better at a country station ? You have always omnibuses 
in England." 

Very true, but Mrs. Weir was not accustomed to travel 
in them. The old man pointed to the vehicle, intending we 
should get in. Louise was about to do so, but I stopped her. 
" I don't think it will do," I said ; " I don't think Mrs. Weir 
can go in that thing, and no luggage, and not knowing what 
sort of place Andely is. She can't do it" Misfortunes 
seemed to crowd upon me, and I could have found it in my 
heart to begin reproaching Louise again. 

** You will find nothing else," said Louise ; " there is not 
a carriage to be had," and she appealed to a man near her, 
who went forward and opened the omnibus door to assure me 
there was no alternative. There really was no time for 
deliberation. We might perhaps have slept at Gaillon, but 
if the luggage did not reach us, what should we do ? and at 
Andely, there would be Miss Milicent to help us. I did not 
suggest a difficulty to Mrs. Weir, for I had found by expe- 
rience that it was a bad plan, but going up to her, I said, 
" There is a strange little carriage waiting for us, dear Ma'am, 
I am afraid it won't be very comfortable ; but we shall soon 
be at Andely now, it is only a few miles.' 
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She was too tired, and too depressed, even to answer me, 
but taking up her travelling bag, she put her arm within 
mine and walked very slowly to the omnibus. I saw she 
moved feebly, and it struck me that perhaps after all we had 
better not go on, but when I just said to her, " Suppose, 
Ma'am, we ask if we can have beds here ? " her face of dis- 
tress made me feel that it would not do to suggest it. All 
that tiresome railway journey and the delay had given her 
time for thought, which was the worst thing she could have. 
We drew near the omnibus. I was about to help Mrs. Werr 
in. A Frenchman's head peeped out, then another, and an- 
other ; we were actually to travel eight inside. And the 
men were stout farmers, a greater perplexity to me than any 
thing I had yet seen in France, my notion of a FrenchmaiP 
having always been that of a skeleton, kept alive by thin soup 
and sour bread. It was not chilly in the omnibus ; I let 
down the window to admit a little fresh air, and my French 
neighbour immediately drew it up again, and when I ap- 
pealed to Louise to explain that it was bad for Mrs. Weir, 
she said it was no use, French people did not live in draughts 
like the English. We waited at the station I suppose for 
outside passengers, till I was quite tired, but at last the 
horse neighed, and the driver smacked his whip, and shouted 
and yelled, and off we set, jolting over the rough road. 

Mrs. Weir's pale face of endurance made my heart sad ; 
the heat was becoming very oppressive, and I had a dread of 
her growing faint. We had gone but a very little way, 
when we stopped at the bank of a river, the Seine, as Louise 
informed me. What was to be done then? Even Mrs. 
Weir turned her head to look, but the old driver took it very 
composedly. A ferry-boat was waiting for us ; omnibus and 
horse, and Frenchmen, and ourselves, by dint of pushing and 
pulling, and shouting, were all put on board, and launched 
forth into the middle of the river. How odd I thought it, 
how my mind turned to Sandcombe, and Roger, and Jessie, 
and Mary Kemp, and John Hervey, when 1 looked on the 
broad river, and then on my novel companions, and remem- 
bered that I was in the middle of the Seine, with Mrs. Weir 
under my charge, I need not attempt to say. Louise had 
sunk from irritability to sullenness, and was pondering, I 
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hope, with repentance, upon her carelessness. Mrs. Weir 
was pale, and I was afraid, frightened, for she held my hand 
very tight. The Frenchnjen chattered fast, and at the high- 
est pitch of their voices. There was no beauty in the river, 
nothing to divert one's thoughts from the unpleasant contem- 
plation of the present and the future. But the crossing was 
the work of a few minutes, and once more on dry land, on 
we went again, jogging over a narrow cross-road. Presently 
we stopped at a small farm-house, and a disagreeable-looking 
man, not a gentleman, though dressed as if he meant to pass 
for one, came out. There was certainly no room in the in- 
side, and I imagined there was not likely to be any on the 
outside ; but he was bent upon having a place, and mounted 
A the top, much, I suspect, to the annoyance of the outside 
passengers, and certainly to ours, for the creakings and 
groanings of the poor little omnibus were alarming, and 
made Louise put her head out of the window and call out 
loudly to the driver, explaining to me afterwards in English, 
that she had told him we were all going to be cracked. I 
had calculated upon our having about five miles to travel, 
and the distance might not really have been more, but the 
sight of Mrs. Weir's face made it appear double, and what 
was the more provoking, every now and then we came to 
what seemed the entrance to a village, but which proved to 
be nothing of the kind. Presently, one of the Frenchmen 
muttered something in a tone which was evidently meant for 
the company at large, and pointed to the window. I looked 
Qui and saw on the right some ruined walls and a kind of 
castle on the top of a hill, but there was nothing very re- 
markable in it, and my heart just then was set upon finding a 
comfortable house, and not a ruined castle, eo I paid but little 
attention to it. Soon afterwards we did really arrive at a 
village. I begged Louise to ask the name of the place. It 
was Little Andely, and as Mrs. Weir heard the name she 
started up, drew her shawl round her, and taking hold of my 
hand tried to move, but we were to be disappointed again. 
Little Andely was not our place of destination. We saw 
passenger after passenger descend, and amongst them the ill- 
looking Frenchman, but our turn was not yet. We had still 
a longer distance to travel, and Mrs. Weir was too tired to 
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be excited, when at length we did reach a kind of town, with 
some streets, and a few shops, and decent-looking houses. 
We stopped at the door of a little inn. My first impulse was 
to rush in and ask for Miss Milicent, but alas ! I had no 
French knowledge to help me, and I was obliged to trust to 
Louise. I had just helped Mrs. Weir out of the omnibus, 
and paid the driver, when she came back utterly disconsolate. 

" No one knew anything of Miss Milicent or Mr. Weir, or 
any English ; it was all a mistake, and we had left England 
for nothing." 

I was Siunderstruck, I confess, but I would not show it. 
Mrs. Weir clung to me trembling. I dreaded the effect pf 
such news, but she did not seem to comprehend what was 
said. 

" Take me to my husband, Ursula," she murmured. 
" Ask these good people where he is ? " 

Louise wished to explain, but I motioned to her to be silent, 
and led Mrs. Weir into the inn. We entered a small coffee 
room, decked out with prettily-painted walls, artificial flowers, 
and a marble slab for a table. It was much better than I 
had expected, but Mrs. Weir could not remain there, and I 
told Louise that we must be shown up-stairs. A bright- 
looking French girl, with a very white cap, came forward to 
know what we wanted, and Louise followed her to see the 
rooms. Mrs. Weir sat down on a bench. I heard her 
repeating some verses of the Psalms to herself, yet in rather 
a wandering way, and then suddenly she turned to me and 
said, ^^ My husband and Milicent will come soon, Ursula ; 
you must tell them to come, then I shall go to bed." 

I hoped she would not expect any reply, but she did, — 
her eyes were fixed anxiously upon me, and I was obliged to 
say, ^^ I must go and find them, Ma^am. If you will lie 
down on your bed for a little while, I will look for them." 

She trusted to me so implicitly that she was satificd in a 
moment, and my conscience almost reproached me for decep- 
tion. Yet, what could I do ? and I was sure that we could 
not be quite mistaken. Some intelligence we must obtain 
before long. Louise returned saying that " the rooms were 
good — very good" — ^beautifully clean — quite like France; 
but there was rather a steep staircase to get to them. It 
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was certainly steep, and very dirty too. So also was the pas- 
sage, and it was a work of great difficulty to take Mrs. Weir 
to her room; which, however, when we reached it, was 
tolerably comfortable. Mrs. Weir lay down on the bed per- 
fectly exhausted. I bathed her face with water, and gave 
her Eau de Cologne ; but the very fijrst thing to be thought 
of was something in the way of refreshment, and I sent 
Louise to order some coffee for her directly, whilst I gently 
prepared her for the* fact that Mr. Weir was not in the house, 
and that further inquiries must be made respeotinff him. I 
found, as I had always done, that the shortest and simplest 
way of proceeding was the best. Mrs. Weir, with all her 
eccentricities, was still to be goyemed by reason and truth, 
and I said to her that ^' God had sent her a trial, for that we 
had made a mistake in coming to this inn. Mr. Weir was 
elsewhere, but we should, I hoped, soon find out where. In 
the meantime she might know that she had done her duty in 
trying to join him. No doubt we should soon learn where he 
was.'' She was distressed, as I feared she might be, but to 
be told that she had done her duty was strengthening to her. 
She said to me, in a feeble voice, ^' Yes, Ursula, I tried to do 
my duty ; my niece told me it was not my duty, but you 
thought it was, and Dr. Green too, and I am come. I think 
I will try to sleep ; when you have found my husband you 
will wake me." 

Whatever the end might be that was better than the 
mournful depression, and though a foreboding of sorrow came 
over me, I had no regret for the step we had taken. Finding 
Mrs. Weir so quiet, I left her for a few minutes, and went 
down-stairs. 



CHAPTER LXV. 

I FOUND Louise doing what I wished I had been able to 
do, asking questions which might lead to some information 
about Mr. Weir. She told me that she could learn nothing 
except that, a few weeks before, two gentlemen, one French 
and the other English, with an English lady, had passed 
through the town, and slept there one night. No one seemed 
Vol. II— 8» 
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to know what had become of the English people, but the 
Frenchman was staying at a farm-house, some way beyond 
Little Andely. The clue was worth something. I recol- 
lected the unpleasing looking man who had been our fellow- 
passenger in the omnibus, and thought he might be the 
jPrenchman alluded to. Most probably also I should find 
Mr. Weir and Miss Milicent at the village through which we 
had passed ; at any rate it was worth while to try. I asked 
if there was aiiy carriage which would take Louise there; 
but we had arrived at a most unfortunate moment. A fair 
wes being held at Vernon, a neighbouring town, and not a 
vehicle of any description was to be had, except the little 
railway omnibus. The old conducteur, as I found he was 
called, came to my assistance ; ^^ he was going back," he 
said, ^^ to the station, and should return. He would put 
Louise down at Little Andely, and call for her on his way 
back." Nothing could be better, and I hastened up-stairs 
to Mrs. Weir, to comfort her with the intelligence, if neces- 
sary. I found her restless. She was over-tired, and wanted 
her coffee. I would not tell her what we were going to do 
till she had taken it. The peasant girl brought it up, with- 
out milk, in three small cups, — also three liqueur glasses 
and a bottle of brandy ; all were set down on the corner of a 
deal table. I could have laugfied heartily at the arrange- 
ment, but the suggestion was good. I poured a teaspoonful 
of brandy into the coffee, without telling Mrs. Weir what I 
was doing, and begged her to drink it like medicine. She 
was so docUe, I seldom had any trouble with her on such 
points. 

Very different from Louise ; when I proposed to her to 
go in the omnibus to little Andely, she flatly refused. " It 
was too late," she said, ^^ and no use. The English people 
were not there ; they would have been heard of if they were. 
She had been hired to wait upon Mrs. Weir, not to obey 
me ; and she was very tired, and had a dreadful headache, — 
in fact she felt quite ill ; and " — I was not inclined to hear 
more. I had but a limited authority, and no time to exer- 
cise it, even if I had not felt that Louise, from her knowledge 
of the language, was in a great degree my mistress. The 
omnibus was at the door, and the conducteur would not wait. 
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Mrs. Weir, who had learnt what we wished to do, was bo- 
coming roused and uneasy by the discussion and the delay. 
She urged me to go myself, and there was no alternative. 
Not disputing the point with Louise, — ^for a dispute is 
generally a loss, unless you have the power of enforcing 
obedience, — I departed. A few words of French I did 
know ; I had learnt them from a conversation-book, which I 
had studied at intervals during our short journey ; and when 
I was set down at the door of a small inn in Little Andely, 
I was able to ask, though with what kind of pronunciation I 
will not say, " Y a-t-il des Anglais ici ? " My old friend, the 
conducteur, waited to hear the answer ; he knew my errand, 
and was interested in it But the reply of the landlord of 
the inn was long and utterly unintelligible. "We stood look- 
ing at each other, making grimaces and signs. I opened my 
conversation-book. In my perplexity, I had a notion that 
if I could spell the English words to him he would under- 
stand them better, and I actually began pointing out the 
letters ; and then left off, laughing at my own stupidity, and 
again put the question, " Y a-t-il des Anglais ici ? " This 
time I had an English answer. The Frenchman from the 
farm-house made his appearance from some little salon near 
the door, and informed me that he spoke English well, and 
that he could tell me everything. What did I want ? As 
to speaking English well, the gentleman was under a mistake, 
but it was well enough for my purpose, and I inquired 
directly for Mr. Weir. A change came over his countenance 
—distrust and uneasiness were shown. He began asking me 
questions, instead of replying to mine ; but I would tell him 
nothing, not who I was, nor where I came from, nor whom I 
was with. I gave him no clue of any kind, only I said I 
must see Miss Milicent He seemed more satisfied when I 
mentioned her, but he was still disinclined to admit me into 
the house. " Miss Weir," he said, " was gone out ; she had 
walked somewhere ; he thought it must be to Chateau 
Gaillard, the castle on the hill. He advised me to go after 
her ; " and with a tolerably civil bow he turned away from 
me. If I had been confidential with him he might have told 
me all I wished to know, but I disliked his face. I felt sure 
he must be one of Mr. Weirds speculating friends, who were 
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leading him agidn to rain and dishononr. I would not trust 
him with the knowledge of what I had heard about Mr. Weir 
and his iUness. Whatever there was to learn I would hear 
from Miss Milicent herself; and knowing that I could find 
mj way to the castle which I had seen on our road from the 
nulway station, I set forth my myself. It was but a little 
distance, and I soon reached the foot of the hill. The castle 
looked very different on a near approach — ^much grander 
than I had imagined. It stood on a steep promontory ; a 
winding path along the grassy hill led to the sunmiit. I 
hurried up. If I did not find Miss Milicent there, at least I 
might discover which road she had taken. The ascent was 
difficult, and I was out of breath before I stood on the sum- 
mit of the green hill, with the great keep of the castle im- 
mediately before me. But I could not pause to rest. 
Scrambling over the huge masses of stone, I made my way 
into the ruin ; and through the broken arch formed by the 
massive wall, looked down upon a scene so lovely, that for 
the moment it took from me all thought of anything except 
its beauty. The strong foundations of the castle were partly 
cut out of the solid rock, partly built up with even masonry. 
At its base lay the little village of Andely, and beyond flowed 
the Seine, crossed by a suspension bridge, and winding its 
way through a bright valley bordered by low hills. The 
glorious colours of sunset were lighting up the wide expanse 
of the sky, and steeping the atmosphere in a rich slow which 
seemed scarcely to belong to earth. It was a kind of magic 
picture seen through the framework of the ruined arch. I 
felt that the castle must have a history belonging to far-off 
ages, and in comparison of which my petty cares and interests 
must be worthless even in my own eyes. But I was not car- 
ing for myself then, I was thinking of and acting for others ; 
and there is a greatness in that consciousness which renders 
even the smallest anxieties of moment. Even at Chateau 
Gaillard, after the first burst of admiration, I thought only 
of Mrs. Weir and Miss Milicent I turned from the view, 
walked round the walls, peeped into caverns which might 
have been dungeons or stables, and at length, on a point of 
the hill overlooking the road by which I had ascended, 
Btombled upon a person dressed ii\ a stuff gown, red handker- 
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cbief, and straw bonnet, standing with her hands in the pocket 
of her cloth jacket ; — Miss Milicent, — ^the same, precisely the 
same, so it seemed to me, as when we had parted on St. Anne's 
Hill. We recognised each other at the same instant. 

I thought she might be startled, but no, she merely tossed 
up her arms with a momentary surprise, and came up to me, 
holding out both hands. ** Ursie Grant ! where have you 
dropped from? I am glad to see you. You have come 
when I was looking for you ;" and she shook my hand almost 
painfully in her heartiness. 

" How is Mr. Weir ? " was my first hurried question. 

She did not answer it. '' You are come alone, to be 
sure," she said. 

" No," I replied. « Mrs. Weir is at Andely." 

Miss Milicent's countenance expressed great consterna- 
tion. " I wrote you word, Ursie Grant, that Andely was not 
a place for my mother; I said you were to keep her at 
Rouen. You have done wrong." 

Miss Milicent might have written, but certainly I never 
received the letter, and we had all trusted to Louise. I 
again inquired how Mr. Weir was. 

" As ill as he need be, and better than I expected he 
would be. I would rather have had the Grand Turk here 
than my mother." 

" Mrs. Weir is very quiet, and very easily managed," I 
said ; " she puts up with things in a wonderful way. I don't 
think. Miss Milicent, you would have kept her away, if you 
had been with her." 

^^ I don't know ; you are all idiots. But I think, — yes, 
I am glad you are come, Ursie. I like women after all," 
and Miss Milicent's voice softened, and she put her hand on 
my shoulder with a movement as nearly caressing as any she 
ever indulged in. 

" You have been very anxious about Mr. Weir," I said. 
"Is he out of danger?" 

" Yes, so they say; and high time he should be. France 
isn't a place to be ill in, Ursie. They have no curtains to 
their beds. I don't care for that, but my father does ; and — 
But wher© are you going to sleep to-night ? There's no room 
for you where we are." 
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I told her wo were at Great Andely, and explained our 
misfortune about the luggage. She scarcely seemed to think 
of that, but answered, " Not close, that's a good thing ; but 
you blundered, Ursie, you had no business to come at alL 
People only put up with things here because they want to see 
this old castle. I have seen it now till I am tired of it. I 
had rather look over upon the sea from St. Anne's Hill." 

"Then why not come back, Miss Milicent?" I said; 
" you know you are wanted." 

" You are a girl of no sense, Ursie Grant, you are always 
asking, * Why.* Sensible people don't need to ask, * Why ;' 
they know without asking. There are more reasons than I 
can tell why I can't come home." 

" Mrs. Weir's state is very sad," I said. 

" You needn't tell me that, Ursie ; you think it isn't 
upon my conscience, but it is. All I want to know is, which 
is one's right hand, father or mother, for that is to be the 
most valued." 

She was bent upon standing on the defensive ; I could 
not argue with her, and only asked some particulars of Mr. 
Weir's state. In her blunt, wandering way, she told me that 
he was able to sit up, the fever had 1^ him, and he was 
suffering only from weakness ; she hintedj|t mental worries, 
but was not open about them. When 9|| last wrote, it 
seemed, Mr. Weir had been anxious about himself, and some 
feeling for his wife had touched him, and occasioned the mes- 
sage which had been sent. " But I don't know what he will 
say now," added Miss Milicent : " he is not prepared for her, 
and he takes things queerly ; I can't at all answer for him." 
* " He will be in no mood to find fault with Mrs. 
Weir," I said, " when he sees her. She is greatly changed." 

I think my tone must have struck Miss Milicent. She 
answered, " You didn't make me think that." 

" I tried to do so, Miss Milicent. I have said everything 
I could think of to make you aware of it ; but it appears to 
me that words have no meaning of their own, but only ac- 
cording to the mind of the person who receives them." 

" You are right there ; yes, you are right, certainly. But 
I wish you hadn't come. My mother's whimsies won't be 
attended to by French people." 



U B S U L A . 183 

I answered, " Mrs. Weir has no whimsies, as you call 
them, left now, Miss Milicent. She has been trained to 
overcome them. Hers has been a hard life of self-denial of 
late." 

" Ah ! Matilda Temple ! It's her doing." 

" Is it ? " I said ; I could bear her blindness no 
longer. 

She turned round upon me, sharply. " Have it out, 
Ursie. What is it you mean ? " 

" I would rather not tell you. Miss Milicent," I said ; 
" I would lather you should come and see Mrs. Weir, and 
judge for yourself." 

She shrank back. " My mother is my mother, Ursie, 
and I don't forget it; but I can't do for lier what you 
can." 

^' Miss Milicent, you might, and you must. Excuse me 
for saying it. I have brought Mrs. Weir here. She is now 
in your charge." 

She stamped her foot upon the ground. " Ursie Grant, 
you forget yourself. It is your own will, your own act and 
deed." 

" I have foUow^i medical advice," I said. " When Mrs. 
Weir is with her husband and her daughter, she ought to 
want for nothing." 

Miss Milicent was silent for some seconds. She bit her 
lips and frowned. Then she said, shortly, " You go back, I 
suppose, by to-night's train ? " 

" No," I said ; " I go back when I feel that I can leave 
Mrs. Weir with safety and comfort. When that will be, 
Miss Milicent, depends upon yourself." 

Without replying, she turned from me, and descended 
the hill. I followed her. She- strode forward for nearly a 
quarter of a mile. We were drawing near the village, when 
she stopped suddenly. " Who's doing your work at Sand- 
combe ? " she asked. 

" It is done as it can be," I said ; " I have been obliged 
to leave it." 

Again there was a pause. I heard the sound of wheels, 
and saw the little omnibus coming behind. Miss Milicent 
looked back also. " That omnibus goes to the town, Ursie ; 
I shall go in it I " 
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" So must I," I said ; " I came in it ; and, Miss Mili- 
oent, perhaps you would remember that Mrs. Weir is with- 
out her luggage, and looks to jou for help." She made an 
impatient movement. " It^s a blunder from beginning to 
end, Ursie ; my mother ought to have stayed in England ; I 
don't know what I can do for her." She stood in great per- 
plexity ; then hurried into the house, telling me to make the 
omnibus wait, — which, as I did not know what to say, was a 
difficulty ; but the French stranger again came to my assist- 
ance. He appeared at the door full of civility : He was 
glad I had found Miss Weir. He wished he could have ac- 
companied me in the search; what further help could he 
give me ? 

My short answers could not have been encouraging ; but 
he would not be thrown back by them. After giving the 
message to the omnibus- driver, he again began questioning 
me as to my errand. Miss Milicent returned before I could 
answer, with a bundle in her hand. She passed the French- 
man as I thought rudely. " Monsieur Dalange, my father 
is going to sleep, and does not wish to see any one ; I shall 
not be Dack till late." She peeped into the omnibus, saw it 
was empty, and motioned me to seat my^lf beside her. We 
drove oflf. Miss Milicent caught hold of my hand. " Ursie 
Grant, you are a hard judge, but you have done kindly by 
me. If I am odd and forgetful, I have troubles you don't 
know of; but I will see my mother. May God help 
her, and me, and all of us ! Now don't talk to me, I must 
think." 

And she did think, and bitter thoughts they must have 
been ; for the hard lines of her marked features seemed to 
deepen with some intense inward feeling, whilst she clutched 
the handle of the carriage door, and leaned her head out of 
the window, striving, though in vain, to hide the sigDs of 
agitation. When we arrived at the inn, she scarcely waited 
for the omnibus to stop before she was out of it. I said to 
her that I would ^ up-stairs, and prepare Mrs. Weir for 
seeing her ; but her impatience could with difficulty be con- 
trolled. She would not wait in the public room, but fol- 
lowed me into the passage. Louise, who did not seem to 
think that I had any cause to be annoyed with her, came out 
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of Mrs. Weir's room, to tell me that she had been asleep, 
and was better ; only she had been asking for me. 

I forgot my anger, as entirely as Louise did its cause. 
Motioning to her to go into her own room, I went softly up 
to Mrs. Weir, who was lying on the bed, and was just begin- 
ning to tell her that I had been successful, — ^when a long arm 
was stretched across me, and Miss Milicent pushed me aside, 
and said, " You have had Ursie Grant long enough with you, 
mother. I am come to know myself how you are going on ; 
and I have brought you a bundle of clothes ; " and she tossed 
her parcel on the bed, and stooped down and kissed her 
mother, roughly indeed, but heartily. I dare say it was the 
best thing that could have been done. It was not arranged 
as I wished, but no doubt preparation would only have made 
Mrs. Weir more nervous. As it was, she was startled, and 
looked at her daughter, as though not quite recognising her ; 
and the strange gaze had such an effect on Miss Milicent, 
that she turned aside and burst into tears. 

" What does she cry for, Ursula ? " said Mrs. Weir, re- 
covering herself. " It is very kind of her to come, and it 
does me good ; and now I will go to my husband." She sat 
up on the bed, ai^^ut out her hand for Miss Milicent to 
draw near. 

" Mrs. Weir didn't know you. Miss Milicent," I said ; 
speaking as naturally and brightly as I could. " You were 
taken quite by surprise. Ma'am, weren't you ? " I added, 
addressing Mrs. Weir. " I found Miss Milicent wandering 
over the ruins of an old castle ;- she had gone out to take a 
walk ; afterwards we met the omnibus returning from the 
railway, and so she said she would come back with me, and 
see you now ; and to-morrow, or next day, you will no doubt 
be able to see Mr. Weir, for he is much better, and able to 
sit up." 

I think it must have been the mention of the omnibus 
which brought us all back to a natural state. Miss Milicent 
brushed away her tears, came up to the bed-side, and sat 
down ; and Mrs. Weir leaned back again on her pillow. ** If 
you will be good enough to tell Mrs. Weir what you have 
been doing lately. Miss Milicent," I said, " I am sure she 
will be glad to hear ; and I will go and order tea, and per- 
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haps, if you are not in a hurry, you will just be so kind as 
to put the table out, and have some with her ; I will bring 
up another candle and make the room look comfortable." I 
said it all as if we had been at Dene, and there was nothing 
easier than to make things comfortable, but I had great mis- 
givings as to how it was to be managed. One point, how- 
ever, was gained. Miss Milicent and her mother were to- 
gether, and I was sure that one interview, if only of five 
minutes, would do more to touch Miss Milicent's heart, than 
any description that could be given. 

She came out to me, as I was standing at my bed-room 
door, having just given directions for tea. 

" I can't stay with her, Ursie, she doesn't xmderstand, 
and she's quite changed." Miss Milicent's face looked 
haggard. 

" Mrs. Weir will be better," I said, " to-morrow. Every- 
thing that is new unsettles her." 

^^ But you shouldn't have come ; what shall we do here ? 
How will she bear it ? Ursie, you have much to answer 
for ! " 

'^ Not so much as if we had rem^ed behind, and 
waited for the end, which must in all proflfclity have come," 
I said. 

" End I — ^what end ? — ^what do you mean ? " 
" A lunatic asylum." 

Miss Milicent covered her face with her hands, and 
groaned. 

I did not want to distress her more than was needful. 
She had taken an exaggerated view of the present evil, and 
no wonder. Mrs. Weir, when startled, took a long time to 
recover herself. She was not, by any means, as far from ra- 
tional as her daughter thought ; but, impetuous and ungov- 
emed in all her feelings, Miss Milicent would not listen to 
me, or believe me. Yet she could not bring herself to look 
at the case boldly. Availing herself of the claim which, no 
doubt, Mr. Weir had upon her, she made it an excuse to 
hurry away. She would return, she said, to-morrow. She 
would see her mother again ; she would arrange the meet- 
ing ; she would do anything, everything I wished. But she 
could not bear the pain ; she shrank from the responsibility. 
Even yet Miss Milicent had much to learn. 
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CHAPTER LXVI. 

Mrs. Weir took it much to heart that her daughter had 
left her so soon, and I rather troubled myself as to how Miss 
Milicent would get back to Little Andely, but she knew the 
ways of the people, and it was a quiet part of the country ; so 
I hoped she would not mind walking alone. But I was 
obliged to leave her to herself, and attend to Mrs. Weir, 
whose mind, I was sure, was in much perplexity. Happily, 
after a little quiet explanation, I was able to make her see 
how things stood. I told her plainly that Mr. Weir was at 
a neighbouring village, and she might go to him the next day 
if she wished it ; but I endeavoured to convince her that, as 
he was better, there was no hurry, and she need only remain 
quiet, and rest after her journey. She acquiesced for the 
time, but I could not say how long the mood would last. 
Mrs. Weir ate more for her tea than I expected, which was 
very satisfactory. Louise and I had a kind of a supper in 
the public room down-stairs, and were waited upon by the 
pleasant-looking N^lfeandy peasant girl, who was overwhelm- 
ed with delight when she found that Madame liked the roast 
fowl which I took up to her, and was persuaded to taste the 
wood strawberries. We might, certainly, have been in much 
worse quarters, for the people were extremely civil. About 
half-past nine I made Mrs. Weir comfortable for the night, 
and left her with the door between her room and mine open, 
and a little bell by her side, that she might call me if she 
wanted anything, and then I thought of rest for myself. 
But my troubles were not over, I had scarcely gone to my 
room when I heard sounds of merriment below, fortu- 
nately away from the side of the house adjoining Mrs. Weir's 
room, but very near to mine. I supposed there might be 
some late guests in the house, but when I lay down in bed the 
sound of a flageolet was added, and the people, whoever they 
were, began to dance. And such a noise as they made ! — 
stamping, shouting, laughing, singing, clapping of hands — 
sleep was impossible. I lay awake, studying a book of French 
conversation, by the light of a tallow candle, till nearly two 
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o'clock in the morning ; then there came the roll of some 
vehicle to the door, and the dancers began to disperse, and I 
feel asleep. It must have been eight o'clock, and the sun was 
shining full into my window, when I was awakened by the 
touch of no very gentle hand. 

" Urise Grant, what makes you so lazy ? I want to talk 
to you." I fancied myself at the Heath ; and, as I rubbed my 
eyes, almost believed I should look out upon the cliffs and the 
sea. Miss Milicent quickly brought mcf back to reality. 
" I went off in a hurry last night, Ursie ; I am come back to 
do better to-day, but my mother mustn't come to us. My fa- 
ther isn't in a state to bear it." 

I could have wished that Miss Milicent had left me time 
to dress and prepare myself a little for the day's business, 
instead of thus thrusting it upon me, but perhaps that was 
more than I had a right to expect. 

" I am afraid Mr. Weir is not so well, " I said. 

" I can't say ; the long and the short of the matter is, 
Ursie, that I must talk to you. " 

She sat down, leaned her two elbows upon the bed, and 
disregarding every thought of convenience or comfort for me, 
prepared herself to begin a long story, flbuise was with Mrs. 
Weir, that was my oiSy consolation, and I collected my lar- 
gest stock of patience. 

^' You know, Ursie, matters are bad with us, and have 
been so for a long time. My father spent money faster than 
he got it. My mother had more whimsies than there were 
minutes in the year. I dare say I was not better myself. 
But people must live ; my father must live. When he came 
abroad he took some money with him ; they said he ought not 
to have done it, but he says he must have starved without it. 
Then he made friends, — whether they are friends or not I can't 
say, he calls them so ; that M. Dalange is one. He engaged with 
them in a kind of wine business ; I suppose it is speculation, 
but it seems all right enough to me. Mr. Macdonald and 
Captain Price have money in the same business, and they are 
growing rich. You see, Ursie, I couldn't come home, because 
my father's money was all gone in this business, and my 
money, which was sent to me, was all he had to live upon. 
That is how the case stood. I believe it would all have gone 
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right except for Monsieur Dalange. I hayen't any faith in 
him. I believe he is a rogue. But we aren't rich, though we 
thought we should be, and now all will go to the ground un- 
less there is some help ; and there is no one to help but me and 
my mother; and I think, Ursie Grant, it is a ffood thing 
you are come after all, though I didn't think so last night, 
for now you can persuade my mother to do what she should 
do, and give her assistance to get us all straight again. You 
see, when she has done this, things will go on well, and we 
can go and liye where we choose. I think perhaps if we went 
to the Pyrenees it would do, for my father likes mountain air, 
and so do I, and my mother will be freshened by it." 

If a gulf had opened beneath my feet, I could scarcely 
have been more alarmed than I was at the maze of wilfulness, 
folly, selfishness, — ^and I had great reason to fear, roguery, 
which this speech reyealed to me. Miss Milicent fixed her 
eyes upon me, and when I did not answer, touched my arm : 
" You understand now, Ursie, don't you ? It is all clear." 

"No, Miss Milicent," I said, " I don't understand ; or at least 
I hope I don't. Mrs. Weir has only just sufficient to keep her in 
comfort, and I belieye you haye not more. You don't mean to 
say that you would pi^uade her, or allow yourself, to risk mon- 
ey in schemes of which you know nothing, and conducted by 
such people as Mr. Macdonald, Captain Price, and tiiis French- 
man, whom, you own yourself, you belieye to be a rogue ? " 

" But I do know about the scheme, Ursie. I haye had 
the whole thing explained to me, and there will be profit for 
us in it, there must be by and by. Only just now help is 
wanted. You don't think me a fool, do you ? " 

I kept my thoughts to myself. " Miss Milicent," I said, 
^' these are matters in which I can haye no yoice or judg- 
ment. As far as I am concerned, I can only say, that to 
trouble Mrs. Weir with them might haye most fatal effects. 
She ought at least to haye time given her to recover herself, . 
after the anxiety she has had ; and then, the whole thing 
ought to be a matter of consultation with her friends and the 
lawyers. It is not for a person like me to interfere at all 
about it." 

" But I hate lawyers," she exclaimed. " I haye made a 
vow never to have anything to do with them. They are a 
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greedy, grasping race, and I choose to settle my own affairs 
without them." 

" Of course," I said, " no one can interfere with your 
own affairs. Miss Milicent, but Mrs. Weir's are different; 
and it seems tome, if you will allow me to say it, that we women 
sometimes make mistakes when we think we can engage in 
business which properly belongs to men." 

" I don't know anything about * properly belongs,' I know 
what I have done and will do. Ever since I was twenty-one 
I took my own course, and I am not going to be fettered 
now." 

" And do you have no advice ? " I said. 

" Yes, people who understand much better than lawyers 
would," she replied. " But we won't talk about it, Ursie 
Grant; I see you put your face against it." 

" Against mentioning the subject to Mrs. Weir," I said ; 
*' and indeed, Miss Milicent, you may think me taking too 
much upon myself, but if it came to the point, I would, upon 
my own responsibility, carry Mrs. Weir back to England this 
very day, rather than she should run the risk of laving it 
named to her." 

I was bold — almost to the point of# impertinence, yet I 
knew well the person with whom I had to deal ; — ^the will 
which could only be governed by an assertion of power be- 
yond its own, but which was taken by surprise when that 
assertion was made, and sank beneath it almost without a 
struggle. 

Miss Milicent was quite silent for some seconds; then 
looking up at me fiercely, she said : " It's a mess." 

" Yes," I said, " a great mess, and Miss Milicent, if you 
trust to yourself to get out of it, you will only sink the 
deeper." 

" And who is to help me out, Ursie ? Not you — ^yon 
wouldn't stretch out your nand to help a dog." 

" It is a man's business, Miss Milicent," was my reply, 
'^ a man who has a head for figures, and could advise Mr. 
Weir and you, and be up to the arts of these people whom 
you suspect. A man it ought to have been from the first," 
I could not help adding. 

She caught me up there. '* I know what you mean — I 
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know what you are always cutting at, but I don't give in. 
My father liked to have me, and we had a good pleasant 

time, and shall come all right by and by — only ," a look 

of extreme perplexity came over her. 

" I am afraid things are awkward now," I said, venturing 
to complete her sentence. 

" Yes, that's the whole of it, and if you can let me have 
five pounds, it can be settled between my mother's accounts 
and mine." 

Poor thing ! I felt for her deeply, for it was a great 
struggle, — she had such a proud spirit ! and it was hard to be 
obliged' to make the request to me. 

But it was still harder to me to reply, " I am afraid. 
Miss Milicent, I have no money to give. I have only what 
may be wanted for Mrs. "Weir's own expenses, and for that I 
am answerable to Mrs. Temple." 

" Matilda Temple ! control my mother's money — and 
mine I For it is mine too ! Ursie Grant, you don't know 
what you are saying." 

" You left Mrs. Weir's affairs in Mrs. Temple's hands, 
Miss Milicent," I said. 

She was stung t# the quick. ^' And I was an idiot for 
doing so," she exclaimed. " But I trusted to you," she added, 
looking reproachfully at me. 

"Indeed, then," i said, "you trusted to a person who had 
no power, and could have none. But, Miss Milicent, it is not 
for me to show you where you may have been wrong ; only, 
just at present, you will see yourself that my hands are tied, 
and if I wished it ever so much, I could do nothing for 
you." 

" You don't wish it," I heard her mutter to herself, and 
I took up the words, and said : — 

" You are right ; I don't wish it." 

She leaned her forehead upon her hands. I went on : — 
" If I could help you, as you ask me, it would only be help 
for the moment ; and if you embark more money in these 
speculations, you will only, so it appears to me, run the risk 
of losing it. Indeed, Miss Milicent, I cannot but feel there 
is only one course for you, and I should think it would be 
the best for Mr. Weir ; at once to send for some person 
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whom you can trust, put everything into his hands, and be 
guided by his advice." 

She looked up scornfully. 

" And where am I to send ? To the moon ? Are wise 
counsellors to be had for the asking ? 

" They won't be had without the asking," I replied, 
" and I suppose it needn't be a lawyer." 

*^ It won't be," she said, nodding her head at me, with a 
kind of angry smile. 

'^ Then it must be some one else," I said. 

" And who ? " She put the question triumphantly. 

" John Hervey," I replied, I spoke on the impulse of 
the moment, — chiefly, I believe, because I had once before 
named him to Miss Milicent, and that he was always associ- 
ated in my mind with the thought of Mr. Weir. I had no 
sooner mentioned him, than innumerable objections suggested 
themselves to me. 

Miss Milicent was too angry to argue. " Pshaw I " she ex« 
claimed. ** John Hervey is your idol. Do you think my 
father would talk to him ? " 

I felt piqued. " John Hervey is an honest man," I said, 
'^ and has .a good clear head for accounts ; and he is one, also, 
who has been always accustomed to business, and has had a 
good deal of his own to manage, especially of late. I should 
tjiink. Miss Milicent, you might go farther and fare worse. 
At any rate, he Is a friend, and a true one." 

I touched her there. She gazed at me with moistened 
eyes, and said, " Ursie, if I believed that I should be thank- 
ful." 

" He is one, most truly," I repeated. " He has been at 
the bottom of most of the thoughtful things which have 
been done for you and Mrs. Weir of late. Miss Milicent. If 
you could bring yourself to confide in him, you might bless 
the day on which we have had this conversation." 

She stood up suddenly. " You have pens and ink, Ursie ; 
where are they ? " 

" There is no hurry," I said ; " surely you will go back 
and consult Mr. Weir." 

" I will consult no one ; I have had too much of consul- 
tation already. And that French rogue in the house, too^ 
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expecting to be told everything ! John Hervey would be 
murdered before he got here, if it was thought he was coming." 

I did not dread quite such tragic consequences ; but I 
did see that it might be better not to put either Mr. Weir or 
his friend on their guard by letting the idea be known. Miss 
Milicent scrawled a few lines, and put the paper into my 
hands, telling me that I was to write, and explain more fiilly. 
She had only said she wanted to see him. 

** And where is he to come ? " I inquired. " Here ? " 

" Here ? No. Why should we stay hefe. When my 
father can move, we shall go back to Paris, — ^if we don't go 
to Brittany." 

So wild and vague she was still, and there were so many 
questions to be settled 1 I made another effort after some- 
thing definite. 

** Mrs. Weir must see Mr. Weir to-day," I said. 

" Well I Yes, I suppose so." But Miss Milicent said 
it unwillingly. 

" But he must not mention money to her." 

'^ I can't say. People are waiting to hear what we de- 
termine." 

" If he does," I replied, " he will bring on an attack of 
nervous excitement, which may end no one knows how." 

" I can't answer for him," was Miss Milicent's rather 
suUen answer. 

" But you really must answer for him, Miss Milicent," 
I said. " What is the use of sending for John Hervey if 
you are to determine what shall be done before he comes ? 
As for Mrs. Weir, she is not now in a state to form a cor- 
rect judgment about her own affairs ; and if anything is 
forced upon her now, I will be the person to come forward 
and say it is illegal." 

Whether I had a right to threaten in this way I had not 
the least idea, but I was driven to it, and Miss Milicent, 
who was as ignorant as myself about all law matters, was 
frightened by it. 

" We have no money for the present time, unless some- 
thing is done," she muttered in an under tone. " M. Da- 
lange will advance some when we have signed the agree* 
ment" 

. VoL.IL— » 
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Her inconsistency exasperated and alarmed me ; I said, 
<' Miss Milicent, upon one condition I can help you, at least 
for the present Let Mr. Weir engage that nothing shall be 
said to Mrs. Weir about money for the next three weeks, 
until, that is, she has recovered from her journey, and do 
you promise yourself that you will enter into no engagement 
with these speculating men till you have seen John Hervey. 
Mr. Well and yourself can in tiiat case join Mrs. Weir, and 
your expenses will be paid by me, acting for Mrs. Weir, for 
the present, and can be repaid when your affairs are more 
settled. I think," I said, " I am not going beyond my limits 
by offering this." 

A door of relief seemed opened, but it was to Miss Mili- 
oent rather than to me. At the moment, it seemed to me, 
that if I had had an idea of this troubled sea into which I 
was to be thrown, I neyer should haye ventured to bring 
Mrs. Weir away from England. 

Miss Milicent, however, saw everything by the light of 
her own eyes. She had come to me evidently in such per- 
plexity, that the very thought of escape seemed the escape 
itself. 

" If they could have present help, her father," she said, 
"would promise, — ^yes, she could make him promise, she 
was sure ; he was in such a fret, he did not know how to get 
on from day to day, and he had been so ill, and was longing 
so to go back to Paris. Now we should all go there directly. 
And M. Dalange, — she did not know what could be done 
about him, but he must wait ; she thought she could put 
him off, and when John Hervey came he would see things 
clearly, he would not be like me, afraid to risk a penny ; and 
then the money which was wanted would be advanced to M. 
Dalange, and the business would go on well, and they should 
all grow rich together." 

I did not contradict her ; I only tried to impress upon 
her more strongly, that nothing was to be said to Mrs. Weir, 
and afterwards I suggested as civilly as I could, that she 
should leave me to cGress. She went down-stairs into the 
public room, for Mrs. Weir was not ready for her, and I 
dressed as quickly as possible, feeling half asleep, and ex-> 
tremely tired, but seeing a great deal of work before ma 
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CHAPTER LXVII. 

I COULD never be said to have known Mr. Weir. When 
he was at Dene, I seldom even saw him latterly ; when I did, 
it was rarely that he spoke to me. I had a strong prejudice 
against him, partly arising firom his unpleasant manner, but 
more from all that I had heard of him ; and when there is this 
kind of natural aversion, it is almost sure to be perceived and 
returned. And Mrs.Weir's arrival was the last thing which 
her husband was likely to desire. It would interfere with 
his plans, and trouble his daily comfort; and he knew 
enough of my connection with his family to be aware that I 
had been instrumental in bringing about the meeting. It 
was not likely, therefore, that anything that I could do would 
find favour in his eyes. Most especitdly he was likely to re- 
sent the idea of my imposing conditions upon him. I felt my 
position to be extremely aum^ard, and with a feeling of ner- 
vous dread, such as I had rarely experienced, I found myself in 
the afternoon in a little shaky carriage, the only one which 
could be met with in the place, accompanying Mrs. Weir to 
pay the long anticipated visit to her husband. Miss Mili- 
cent, after seeing her mother for a few minutes in the morn- 
ing, had gone back to prepare Mr. Weir for what was to come, 
and I would willingly have persuaded Mrs. Weir to wait till 
another day, but now that she was a little rested, her earnestness 
upon the subject was returning, and I dared not delay ; espe- 
cially as I had received a few lines from Miss Milicent, since 
our interview, telling me that her father had consented to the 
meeting, and gave his promise as I desired. Money must 
indeed have been much needed at the moment, or Mr. Weir 
would never have bound himself so readily to an agreement 
which stood in^the way of his schemes, but having been given, 
I had no nght to doubt that it would be kept 

Mrs. Weir herself was the greatest lesson I could have 
had upon the duty of simple faith, in times of difficulty. 
When I told her that the carriage was at the door, and that 
she was going, I prepared myself to see her excited and 
agitated. But it was not sa She merely said, << I am ready, 
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Ursula. God will help me ;'' and that was the first expres- 
sion that gave me the idea of the fear which I am sure was 
at the bottom of her heart, even when she was most plead- 
ingly bent upon joining her husband. She did not speak nor 
look about her, as we drove along, but kept her hand in mine, 
and I felt it tremble very much. At last, just as we reach- 
ed the village, she said, '^ He will not be angry, Ursula, do 
you think so ? '' and when I answered lightly, <^ Oh, no ! 
Ma'am, what could he be angry about ? " she received my as- 
surance with child-like submission, and never repeated the 
question. 

Miss Milicent was waiting at the door to receive us. I 
had never seen her look so subdued, and I thought she bad 
had a stormy morning. The inn was by no means as good as 
ours. It grieved me that Mrs. Weir should have to mount 
the narrow staircase, and I thought the stifling air would af- 
fect her breathing ; but with my help she went up firmly, 
though slowly, only once or twice stopping, and glancing round 
with rather a wandering, unsettled gaze, which I did not 
thoro^hly like. 

" Here's my mother come, father," said Miss Milicent, 
throwing open the door of Mr. Weir's room. I was drawing 
back, but Mrs. Weir grasped my arm, and I led her into the 
room. It was tolerably large, but very scantily furnished. Mr. 
Weir was sitting by a stove, with an uncovered deal table at 
his right hand ; his bed was in one comer in a recess. The 
cold, poverty-stricken air of the apartment was perhaps the 
more remarkable to my eye, because I was not accustomed to 
the French fashion of living without curtains and carpets ; 
but it was not the room which fixed my attention, it was Mr. 
Weir himsel£ He was thin, and his face showed that he had 
been very ill. He wore a loose dressing-gown and slippers. 
His hair was long, and his beard had been suffered to grow ; 
all these things make a sreat change in a man ; but no such 
external differences could have given me the impression which 
I gained from his face. It was sunk, lowered. As Mrs. 
Weir, in her most childish incoherent movements bore the 
the tokens of a nature which must at last rise above human infir- 
mity ; so did this cold, selfish man of the world carry about 
with him the signs of one which mnst, ezoept through some 



U B S U L A . 197 

miracle of meroy, erentually fall below it It was the first 
thing whioh struck me ; yet he was a gentleman stilL He 
rose when we entered, came forward, and kissed his wife, 
saying, " Welcome, my dear," and placed her in a chair by 
his side, making a distant bow to me. 

There was a pause. Mrs. Weir looked at him steadily 
for a few seconds ; then, turning round to me, asked, ** Who 
is it?" 

I could not answer. 

^' He is glad to see you, mother," said Miss Milicent, 
coming up to her. 

" Very glad, my dear," said Mr. Weir. " Young woman," 
he addressed himself to me," " I forget your name, perhaps 
you will haye the goodness to go down-stairs, and ask for a 
bottle of lemonade ; it will refresh Mrs. Weir." 

It was an excuse to send me away, and I was going, but 
I could not free myself from Mrs. Weir. " Is it he, Ursula ? " 
she said, in a low voice ; '< it seems so long, I thmk I have 
forgotten ; but he speaks kindly." 

" Mr. Weir is very glad to see you, dear Ma'am," I said ; 
" you know he has been very ill, so of course he doesn't look 
as you remember him." 

'^ No, Ursula ; but he may be angry with me. Perhaps 
now he'would wish me to go back again, and I would do it. 
What God wills, I would do. Just tell me, Ursula, tell 
me." • 

I looked appealingly to Miss Milicent, but she was greatly 
distressed ; I saw it by the way in which she bit her lip ; she 
would not trust herself to spea^ 

Mr. Weir came to my relief with the cold polish of man- 
ner which I now so well recollected. '< I can only be flattered 
by your having come so far to see me, my dear," he said. <' It 
woTild be uncourteous to wish you to return. All I can 
regret is that I have not better accommodation to offer you ; 
but perhaps," he added, and he turned to me with a tone of 
proud indifference, " perhaps, if Mrs. Weir were able to re- 
move to Paris in a few days, you might be able to find some 
more comfortable lodging for her. I suppose she is equal to 
the journey." 

" Mrs. Weir will be ready to go wherever you go, Sir," 
was my reply. << It wa#her object in coming abroad." 
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^' Oertainly, certainly. I am not strong yet, bat I think 
— Milicent, my dear, I leave yon and this yonng woman to 
arrange yonr plans. When tiiey are settled, I can &11 into 
them." 

'^ Yon will like to go to Paris, mother? " said Miss Mili- 
cent. 

Mrs. Weir did not directly answer, so the question was 
impatiently repeated. 

'^ Paris is not like this place, Ursula, is it ? " said Mrs. 
Weir, giving her answer to me. '^ My husband has been ilL 
I ought to see that he is comfortable in France, but I do not 
know how. Will he—" her voice trembled, and for the first 
time she addressed her husband directly : " Creorge, will yoa 
oome back to England ? " 

There must have been something in that ^miliar name, 
which touched with warmth even Mr. Weir's heartlessness. 
It might have been an association of by-gone years, of the 
days when his wife in her simplicity and childiish awe, first 
ventured to address him by it ; it might have contrasted with 
the hopes he had then given her, and the wreck of health and 
happiness of which he too well knew himself to be the cause. 
Be that as it may, he rose from his seat, drew near her, and 
taking her hand said, '^ England cannot be my home, my 
dear, but you must come and see me in France," immediately 
afterwards, as though ashamed of having given way to that 
slight expression of feeling befoiC me, he added in a light 
tone : '^ We have forgotten the lemonade. You must have 
some to drink to my better health ; they have no wines fit for 
such a purpose here." 

I was ad&aid to leave him, for I feared the subject he might 
introduce ; but I did him injustice. His word was given, and 
he would not have dared to break it. Yet no doubt for other 
causes he disliked seeing me in the room. I must have seemed 
to him a spy and an intruder. I disengaged myself from 
Mrs. Weir and went down-stairs. M. Dalange was in the 
salon. The look with which he greeted me showed me at 
one glance that we were enemies. I curtsied to him, and 
having given the order for the lemonade, sat down. He 
drew near and addressed me in his broken English. He 
hoped I was well, not the worse for n^ late walk ; ne seemed 
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as before determined to make aoquaintanoe, but my answers 
were short. He was not, however, to be repulsed ; after an 
observation to which I made no reply, he said abniptly, 
''We have a friend, known to us both, I think, — a Mrs. 
Price." 

I replied that I knew Mra Price to speak to her, — ^I 
could not call her a friend* 

" Ah I yes, I thought so." He did not appear to com- 
prehend my denial of friendship. " Have you seen Mrs. 
Price lately ? " 

'' I know nothing of her or her concerns," was the answer 
I longed to make, but an uneasiness I could not conquer led 
me to pursue the subject. " Not very lately," I said. " I 
have not been at my home for some weeks." 

" Indeed ! yet ahe interests herself much about you." 

This really was too intolerable. Mrs. Price interest her- 
self about me, and write or talk of me to this French stranger ! 
It was an impertinence not to be imagined. I hope I did 
not quite show all I felt, and I know I tried to answer 
quietly, '' I think. Sir, you are mistaken. Mrs. Price is a 
very distant acquaintance, and has no interest in me, and no 
concern in any of my af&urs. There must be some mistake." 

M. Dalaiige smiled sarcastically. " Oh dear, no ; not at 
alL There can be no mistake. Surely you are friends. I 
think a sister of yours must have been staying in the house 
of Mrs. Price. Could it ftot be so ? " 

" I really don't know. Sir," was my reply, and I instantly 
rose, and left the room. I walked out into the road — ^there 
was no other place I could go to — ^in a storm of irritated 
feeling. Whatever Mrs. Price had said about me must have 
been in refarence to the speculations and Mr. Weir's a£fairs. 
She had no doubt a right to say anything she chose, but the 
mere fact of being taUced of, or written about, by those one 
dislikes, always, I think, seems an impertinence ; and the 
manner adopted by M. Dalange increased my annoyance. 
A few moments' reflection convinced me that it would be 
foolish to allow myself to take offence, especially at a for- 
eigner — a man whom I might never see aeain ; but one fact 
remained, which reflection only rendered more anxious — 
communications were passmg between Mrs. Price and Jessie. 
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There was no end to the intimaicy. Stay at D^e she conld 
not, I was sure. Boger would neyer allow it Bat some 
intercourse there most be, and that of a kind which betokened 
more than ordinary friendliness ; and yet no one mentioned 
it ; no one wrote to me. Mrs. Kemp, I knew, would be on 
the watch after receiving my letter, and she would surely 
have written to me if she had seen or heard anything she 
disapproved. Could Jessie's acquaintance be carried on 
secretly ? — and, if so, what could oe the motive ? 

As I thought, I almost made up my mind at once to write 
out all my fears and suspicions to Boger. I hoped he would 
understand, and trusted he would be mercifuL But again I 
hesitated. The ground upon which a husband and wife stand, 
is known only to themselves. All other persons are placed 
in certain relations to each other, which may be calculated 
according to some general principles of human nature ; but 
marriage forms, as it were, a new combination, which no one 
bat the individuals themselves can be acquainted with. The 
tauoi of the tie being one of choice, like Uuit of friendship, and 
yet indissoluble, like that of birtii, puts it beyond the reach 
of ordinary laws. Each case must be dealt with separately ; 
and what chord in Boger's breast I might touch, by insinuat- 
ing the slightest doubt of his wife's perfect openness in all 
her dealings with him, I could not venture to predict. Gene- 
rous, loving, and foreiving, as he would be to me his sister, 
there might be a depui of wounded feeling with regard to his 
wife, which might even render him unjust No, Jessie her- 
self could be the only person safely to suggest Jessie's faults. 

It must be left for the present, for a ^r weeks, — ^it could 
not, should not be more. Once in Paris, with John Hervey to 
support me. Miss Milicent must be forced to open her eyes to 
the wrong course she was pursuing. She must be compelled to 
return to England with Mrs. Weir ; whose morbid mind would, 
I hoped, be* sa;tisfied, at least for a while, now that she had 
once seen her husb^d, and proved to him her willingness to 
join hiuL What was to come after that I could not at pres- 
eat think. Perhaps some plan might be arranged for a 
meeting at certain times,— once a year, or not so often, — 
any thio^ that would satisfy Mrs. Weir ; and yet enable her 
friends to watch over her, so that she and Miss Milicent might 
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not be rained by their own weakness, and Mr. Weir's wild 
and selfish speculations. I need not trouble myself with 
thinking of all that distant future, — only, go home I must, 
the very first moment I could be spared. Till then, — Prayer 
and Faith. What would the world be without them ? I 
turned back to the inn, and went up-stairs, inquired if Mrs. 
Weir was ready to return, and found Mr. Weir engaged in 
giving her account of his illness, and Miss Milicent placing 
cushions at the back of her chair. She looked placid, but very 
weary ; yet I was satisfied. When I remembered her condition 
in that dark bed-room in London, I felt we had done wisely. 



CHAPTER LXVIIL 

Time moves slowly when one is describing ; but not so 
slowly as when one is waiting and expecting. We were 
detained at Andely more than a week. Our luggage was re- 
turned to us the day after we lost it, and we then regularly 
established ourselves ^at the inn. Mr. Weir regained his 
strength with tolerable rapidity ; but his illness had been se- 
vere. Every day Mrs. Weir drove over to see him, sat with 
him for about a quarter of an hour, asked the same questions, 
and heard the same answers, and returned to lie down on her 
bed, and be nursed for the remainder of the day. 

With the discomforts of the little inn, the smallness of 
the rooms, the increasing cold of the weather, and the ab- 
sence of the niceties to which Mrs. Weir had been accus- 
tomed, it would have been very hard to bear but for the 
prospect of removal. In Paris, Miss Milicent assured her 
mother they should be quite comfortable. She evidently be- 
lieved that Mrs. Weir was going to stay there for a perma- 
nence, and that I intended to remain and take care of her. I 
did not endeavour to undeceive her. I lived in the hope that 
all would be made easy by the arrival of John Hervey. 

M. Dalange went the day after my conversation with him 
— that was no slight relief to me — ^but Miss Milicent informed 
me that we should probably meet him again at Paris, and 
that perhaps Mr. Macdonald would join us. A pleasant 
prospect ! But they could scarcely be more disagreeable to 
Vol. II.— 9* 
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me than Mr. Weir, whose satirical politeness made me feel 
eyerj day more and more how entirely I had made him my 
enemy. But I cared for none of them. I did not think of 
any of them. My one object and interest was Mrs. Weir ; 
and the attentions which she claimed were very engrossing. 
I was by no means satisfied about her. Not that I regretted 
for a moment having brought her abroad ; it was ti^e one 
hope which remained ; it had been tried under medical 
sanction, and, no doubt, to a certain extent, it had suo- 
oeeded. Mrs. Weir's mind could scarcely be said to have 
been strengthened, but at least it was calmed. There was 
nothing, however, which indicated any permanent return to 
the state in which she had been even a year ago. We could 
not induce her to work, or occupy herself in any way ; and 
she would listen to no reading except the Bible. It was 
beautiful, though in some respects mournful, to see how this 
one pillar of strength supported her weakened intellect. The 
contrast was so great. The very clearness of her faith, the 
fulness of her comprehension on the one subject of religion, 
made the shattered condition of her mind upon all worldly 
matters only the more painfuL It was like that rare gift of 
simple belief which we sometimes are permitted to see de- 
veloping itself in a little child, shut out by illness from all 
instruction, or even from commimication with the world 
about it, and so living, by the grace of God's Spirit working 
on the vividness of its infant imagination, in the realities of the 
world unseen. They who have never watched such a phe- 
nomenon are not likely to believe in its existence. They who 
have, treasured it silently in their hearts as a token sent from 
the *' better land," not to be exhibited, but to be kept in store 
against the hour of temptation. Even now, in these weary 
days of delay, deprived of her usual comforts, with perpetuid 
little annoyances as regarded food, and warmth, and careful 
attendance, there was one sentence always ready from Mrs. 
Weir's lips, " God sends it, Ursula; " and when she had said 
this, there was no more thought of complaint. She would lie 
on her bed- waiting, till my patience was quite exhausted, 
whilst something was bein^ prepared for her which had been 
ordered, and misunderstood, or forgotten. Several times I 
wished her to let me try my own English cookery, but the 
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habit of submission and endurance which she had learnt dur- 
ing her hard discipline under Mrs. Temple was now so fixed, 
that I could not persuade her to allow it. " What was sent," 
she said, '' that she would take ; " and once or twice, when 
unknown to herself I had contrived some little delicacy which 
I thought she would fancy, she discovered it with singular 
quickness, and observed, gently, but reproachfully, " Ah I 
Ursula, you would make me troublesome as I used to be ; 
that is not right ; " and I could scarcely persuade her to 
touch it, except by looking vexed and disappointed. The 
feeling was not reasonable, not like common sense, yet it 
seemed to me to belong to some sense which was higher and 
better — only, perhaps, it required to be transplanted to 
another world. 

I had no news from home except a few lines from Roger, 
who was never in the habit of writing long letters. He told 
me everything was going on well, and that Jessie had been 
into Hove, but nouiing else except about household and 
farming concerns. From John Hervey I had a short note, 
saying that he hoped to be in Paris in the course of the next 
week or ten days, but that he could not fix the exact time. 

When Miss Milicent found that he had really agreed to 
her proposal, I think she became a little frightened as to the 
step she had taken, but I did my best to reassure her, for 
every day made me see more and more that if she was allowed 
to follow her own guidance, or place herself in Mr. Weir's 
hands, great mischief would follow. After receiving John's 
letter, I urged our departure for Paris as soon as possible. 
The change I hoped might be serviceable to Mrs. Weir, and 
it was a very dreary uncomfortable life we were living at the 
little inn. 

Movement was delightful to Miss Milicent. She was in 
high spirits on the morning we were to leave Andely, and 
took idl the arrangements of the journey on herself We 
went back to Gaillon in the shaky carriage which had lately 
been hired for Mrs. Weir, and sent Louise with the luggage 
by the little omnibus ; and very different the road seemed to 
me, when viewed by the light of a bright sun, from what it 
was on the evening of the dreary journey, which brought us 
to Andely. I felt exceedingly thankful, that so far my plans 
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miglit be said to have prospered, for whatever might be the 
event as regarded the object for which I had left England, 
at least I hoped to be instrumental in saving Miss Milicent 
from further folly. 

We were to take possession of the same rooms at Paris, 
which Mr. Weir and Miss Milicent had before occupied. 
Miss Milicent assured me they would be very comfortable 
for her mother, and I was obliged to trust to her. I believe 
the woman of the house promised as many bedrooms as could 
be wanted ; but, not understanding French, I could only 
leave these things to others, and content myself with paying, 
— and very fast the money went. When I was told that a 
French franc, so like our English shilling, was tenpence, I 
fancied everything in France must be cheap, and certainly 
they made us pay wonderfully little at Andely ; but I soon 
changed my mind when we arrived at Paris. 

The journey was short and easy, and Mrs. Weir bore it 
very well; and though she did not take much notice of anything 
herself, she sat quiet and allowed me to look about as I wished. 
I was in the first-class carriage with her, for Miss Milicent 
would not undertake the charge of her father and mother 
both, and indeed, I think it would have been more than she 
could manage, though- it troubled me a little to find how 
Mrs. Weir depended upon me, and I thought how I should 
ever manage to leave her. 

We entered Paris about half-past two, or nearly three 
o'clock. Miss Milicent was highly excited. " Now, Ursie, 
look, — do you see ? here is the station. We shall stop di- 
rectly. You keep with my mother. Father, don't you 
trouble yourself, I will see to the luggage, and will come 
after you with it." And the moment the train stopped, 
Miss Milicent jumped out, called a cab, or what in London 
we should say was a cab, made her father and mother, Louise 
and myself get into it, gave the direction to the driver, and 
sent us o£f. What we were to do without her I could not tell ; 
but she would not hear my expostulation, and away we drove 
through the streets of tall houses, gay with shops, and 
crowded with people, — and my head was distracted with the 
noise, and my thoughts reverted uncomfortably to the lug- 
gage, left in the charge of Miss Milioent I don't think I 
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half enjoyed that first sight of Paris, except in recollectioii« 
We stopped in rather a narrow street, and entered a court- 
yard. A woman appeared from a little room like the bar- 
room at an hotel, which opened into it, and there was some 
talk with Louise, and on we went into an inner court, in 
which one or two people were standing, idling about. Louise 
knocked at a green door, and made some more inquiries ; but 
Mr. Weir, seeming quite at home, entered, telling us to fol- 
low. Such a dirty, uncarpeted, winding staircase as we had 
to mount 1 It was as though all the little boys in Paris had 
been amusing themselves that morning, by running up and 
down with muddy shoes on. I hoped Mrs. Weir did not 
notice it, but the way in which she put her foot upon the first 
step made me fear she did. At the top, however, it was 
better, the lobby was wide, and when we opened another 
door, we were in a dark but clean passage. 

" This will be your room, my dear," said Mr. Weir, as he 
threw open the door of a little sitting-room, with rather a 
grand air. I had expected something very pretty ; but my 
dismay was great, when I saw a cheerless looking apartment, 
with a polished floor, a small table in one comer, looking as 
though it had come there by accident, a chi£fonnier, a few 
chairs, and a window looking out upon the leads of the neigh- 
bouring house. " And this will be your bed-room," continued 
Mr. Weir, with the same grand air, which reminded me of the 
time when he had been accustomed to show off the beauties of 
Dene. There was more hope in the bed-room ; a French bed 
always looks comfortable, and there were besides one or two 
ornamental vases, and a little clock, and some artificial 
flowers, and a sofa ; and the window fronted the court-yard, 
in which were a few plants. Mrs. Weir might make herself 
at home there. But that dreary salon ! It quite weighed 
upon my mind. It need not have done so, however ; I don't 
think Mrs. Weir was able then to remark anything, she was 
too tired, and I only had to put her upon the sofa, and make 
her rest herself till the luggage came. Mr. Weir soon left, 
her, which was a blessing ; ms presence always oppressed her. 
I hoped she would fall asleep, but she was restless, and I was 
a little afraid she might be feverish. At last, however, she 
did close her eyes, and I was just thinking how glad I waa, 
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when a great noise was heard outside the room, the door was 
burst open, and in came two men with boxes, followed by 
Miss Milicent. " There, Ursie ; now, haven't I managed 
well ? Mother how are you ? Louise, where is Louise ? " 
and away hurried Miss Milicent, leaving the two Frenchmen 
behind her. They stayed, evidently not for a moment 
thinking they were in the way, talking and moving the boxes 
about, and going out into the passage and bringing in more 
packages, till Miss Milicent and Louise returned, and in- 
creased chattering went on, and another man, I believe the 
master of the house, was called up, to settle some question 
about payment It nearly drove me frantic, till I heard Mrs. 
Weir's gentle voice say — " Ursula, if they would be kind 
enough not to speak quite so loudly I should be glad. My 
head is aching." I could not be frantic then, even for her. 



CHAPTER LXIX. 

Before I had been many days in Paris, I was inexpres- 
sibly thankfal for the back rooms and the court-yard. The 
noise in the streets was distracting ; a loud clatter, far worse 
than the continual rumble in London. If I had been alone, 
and wishing only to amuse myself, of course it would have 
been di£ferent. I should have willingly borne the noise for 
the sake of seeing everything; but amusement was by no 
means in my thoughts. I went out once or twice with Miss 
Milicent, at her mother's request ; but I could less and loss 
bear to leave Mrs. Weir. She was becoming very weak. 
The weight which had oppressed her mind seemed now to be 
doing its work upon her body. In London I should have 
said that she might have lived for years — a saddened, dreary 
life. In Paris, as I watched her day by day, it seemed as 
though the breath of her existence was but the flickering of a 
light flame, soon about to be extii^uished forever. I doubt if 
any one saw it but myself. Mr. Weir, in his extreme selfish- 
ness, no sooner found himself settled in tolerable comfort, and 
living at the expense of another, than he seemed to set aside 
anything like oare or thought, and to turn his attention only 
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to the easiest means of whiling away the time which hung 
heavy upon his hands. He was expecting M. Dalange, and, 
as I soon understood, Mr. Macdonald. When they arrived, 
no doubt he fully anticipated gaining his point with his wife, 
and plunging again into speculations. In the meantime, he 
rose very late, and went out as much as he could, taking Miss 
Milicent with him ; she herself, as I perceived, being only too 
willing to go. It surprised me less, as I ^aw more of Paris, 
that Miss Milicent should have had such a twisted sense of 
her duty whilst living there. It is a city to make one forget- 
ful. There is in it such a tone of living for this world's 
pleasures. To think of self-denial and self-discipline when 
walking through the Boulevards, or driving up the Ohamps 
Elys^es, seems as much out of place as a sermon in a ball- 
room. No doubt there are very good and earnest people to 
be found there ; it would be extremely uncharitable to say 
the contrary. But as in London the chief thought seems to 
be how best to transact worldly business, so in Paris the one 
ever present object* appears to be how to find worldly 
amusement. 

I dared not sound Mrs. Weir as to her wishes for any 
future plans. I could only divert her mind, and occupy it 
as best I might for the present, hoping that when John Her- 
vey arrived, I should see my way more clearly. I had 
written home again, and hoped, now that we were in Paris, I 
might hear frequently and more regularly, if I set a good ex- 
ample. One disadvantage, however, I foUnd was likely to 
arise from being moderately within reach of England. I was 
not as before free from Mrs. Temple's interference. She 
wrote to me almost immediately on my arrival in Paris, com- 
plaining that I did not consult her, or tell her anything, and 
calling herself very ill-used. In return- 1 reminded her that 
I had given her all general information, and for medical par- 
ticulars begged to refer her to Dr. Green, to whom I had 
written fully. Mrs. Temple was one of those persons who 
can only be controlled by men. There was a hint, almost a 
threat, at the end of one of her letters, that if I was not more 
communicative, she should think it her duty to follow us to 
Paris to see how matters were going on ; but I would not 
dwell upon the idea, hoping it was only a mode of venting 
her irritation. 
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A tfcsnkfal daj it wm for me wlien I heard that J<^ 
Hcrrrey might he expected hi Paris the next ereniiig. The 
liewM canne in a htuiinefla-like note to MLm Milicent, and a Terj 
great excitement it pot her into. She came to me as I was 
Mtting in Mm. Weir's room after hreakfast, and heckoned me 
to the door. '^ Here, Unrie ! here," she said in a load whis- 
per, which I knew Mrs. Weir particolarlj disliked, " What is 
to be ihmo ? He is coming. I am not prepared to see him ; 
you mu«t settle it." 

I left the room, closing the door behind me. '' Jchn 
Ilorvcy, do you mean, Miss 3f ilicent ? " I said. 

*' 1 cs ; come here, Ursie," and she drew me into a tiny 
boil-room, originally meant for a dressing-room, the chief fur- 
niture of which, besides the bed, consisted of a large black 
trunk. *^ You see, I have said nothing to my father ; and 
what is to be done with Mr. Herrey when he arrives ? " 

** Ho will go to an hotel, no doubt," I said. <' He does 
not exnoot to m received here." 

" What folly you talk, Ursio Grant I He could sleep in 
the paNSAgc. if slooping wore all. But who is to begin busi- 
ness with him ? " 

" You, Miss Milioent," I said. "Mr. Weir is never out 
of his room till twelve o'clock. You will have a couple of 
hours in the morning quite undisturbed." 

Hho did not wish the difficulty to be surmounted so easily. 
*^ I uiigntn't bo ready for him at that time ; and I don't see 
how I aiu to explain matters. He had better wait and talk 
to M. Dalango and Mr. Macdonald." 

^^ 'rkat may be necessary. But he must hear some state- 
ment fWnn vou first, Miss Milioent." 

** Must f must 1 It is all a mistake, Ursie. You had 
better novor have advised me to send for him." 

8ho was the most provokinff of women ; but if driven up 
into a oornor, I knew she would manage for herself, and I 
was uuito riHSolved not to manage for her ; so I merely said 
that I tliought if I were in her j^laoe I should make a memo- 
nuulum of anythiuff I might wish to say or explain to Mr. 
Il(>rvvy I and with Uiis su^ngestion I left her ; and soon after- 
wards ane went out with her &ther. In the evening, how- 
«vtMr, bofore I went to bed, she oiUed me again into her 
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room, and holding up a sheet of scrawled paper, exclaimed — 
" There ! its done ; all ready ; everything put down. He will 
understand from this better than any lawyer would explain. 
And he is a sensible man. He is not like you, Ursie.'' 

I never so fully comprehended before the lesson to be 
learned from the practice of birds, when they bring their 
young ones to the edge of the nest, and, giving them a push, 
force them to discover the use of their own wings. Miss 
Milicent was the strangest mixture of wilfalness and depend- 
ence I ever met with ; but I suspect that all strong points 
of character have an opposite weakness existing with them. 

John Hervey's visit was ostensibly to me. That was a 
great comfort to me, for it would give me the opportunity of 
seeing him alone, and hearing all he had to tell me of Sand- 
combe. When I was not occupied with Mrs. Weir, I was 
beginning to long for home, not merely from anxiety about 
Jessie, but from a real wish to be there again. 

Two days afterwards he arrived late in the evening. Mrs. 
Weir, being more tired than usual, had gone to bed very 
early; and I was working in her room, watching till she was 
asleep. I had my meals in a little room, used by the people 
of the house for chance purposes, a kind of waiting-room ; and 
I was just expecting to be called down to supper, when Louise 
came to tell me that a stranger wished to speak to me. I 
motioned to her to take my place, and ran down-stairs. It 
was a new joy to me to meet a friend in that forei^ land, 
and I rushed into the room, exclaiming — " Oh, Mr. Hervey, 
this is pleasant 1 '' and holding out both my hands, gave his 
such a hearty shake for welcome, as I am sure they never re- 
ceived from me before. He was much quieter than I was ; 
but I could not think him unkind, for he asked so anxiously 
how I was, and whether I was much worried, and was evi- 
dently so interested about me. Yet I did not inquire in 
return what kind of journey he had had, which was very 
seliish in me, but I began upon Sandcombe news directly, 
making him laugh as he answered me, by every now and then 
bursting into the middle of a sentence with the exclamation 
— " I am so glad to see you, I don't think I was ever so glad 
to see a friend before." 

<< And so you have not brought me anything from Roger," 
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I said at last, after there was a moment^s pause. ''I tlunk 
he might have written." 

^ He has not so much time as he nsed to have," was tiie 
reply. '' He is taming quite into a gay man, IJrsie." 

'' Not with his own consent," I said. 

'^ Well ! I don't know, if a man and his wife, as they say, 
are one. And what is a poor fellow in Boger's case to do ? ** 
John Herrey did not speak lightly, though the words might 
hare sound^ so. 

<^ Roger is strong enou^ to be master," I said, <' and He 
ought to be." 

^< It is not so easy as you think, TJrsie, to be that ; espe- 
cially when a man has once set out on a wrong tack ; you 
won't mind my saying thai" 

'^ Not at all," I replied, and in &ct I felt relieved, and 
added : '' it haa been in my thoughts, Mr. Herrey, longer 
than you may think, thoi^h I have not said anything." 

" 1 was sure of it; ly&s. Kemp, and Mary, and I, were 
talking only the other evening, and saying that if you were 
at home we were sure you would be vexed." 

^' But why does not Mrs. Kemp write to me ? " I ex- 
claimed ; << I begged her to do so." 

" I can't exactly say why, seeing I don't know what you 
told her to write about But what she would most likely 
have to tell, Ursie, would be things better explained by 
word of mouth than by letter. They might be made too 
much of if they were written down." 

" I dread trifles," I said. 

" So do I," was his reply, " especially between a man and 
his wife in the first year of their married life. They are 
both exploring in unlmown lands, and it's an anxious thing 
to look on and see which way the discoveries are tending, 
whether to happiness or the contrary." 

'^ Boger's discoveries seemed all satisfactory when I left 
home," I said. 

'* Perhaps they were, I don't say they are not so now. 
But, Ursie, I do think that Boger must be surprised to find 
what a taste his wife has for gaieties, and it's a good thing 
he does not hear the remarks I hear about it" 

" People are extremely ill-natured," I said. << When a 
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woman is married she is expected to alter her tastes and be- 
come domestic and stay at home all at once. Now any one 
may know that such sadden changes are not in human 
nature." 

'^ And men might do well to consider that before they 
marry," said John, thoughtfully. " No o£fence to our 
friend, Roger, Ursie, than whom a better man does not live. 
But, I own, it does fret me to hear observations made about 
his wife which, if they were made about my sister, if I had 
one, I should shut her up." 

I started. '^ Remarks made upon Jessie ! " I exclaimed. 
'^ Is she really so imprudent ? Oh 1 Mr. Hervey, this is far 
worse than I had imagined." 

" Now, don't be so hasty," he answered, laughing a little. 
'^ I did not say anything, or, at least, mean anything, which 
you need take such fright at. I am so particular myself, 
that to hear a sister of mine called flighty would be enough 
to make me turn the key upon her, and say, ' Stay at home, 
because you are not fit to go out ; ' but that is not the way 
of the world, you know, Ursie; and young women in the 
present day have very free-and-easy fashions, and yet after 
a time come all right." 

" I hate their fashions," I exclaimed ; " for a woman to 
bring herself into such notice by dress, or manner, or action, 
let the thing be ever so innocent in itself, is detestable." 

'^ I quite agree with you," he said ; ^' and all that I meant 
about Jessie was, that she does manage to do things which 
draw such notice. Her dress is one point, and I heard Mrs. 
Kemp say she did think she should mention that to you. It 
is my belief that somehow or other your sister-in-law takes 
the patterns after Mrs. Price ; any way I know that when I 
saw her in church last Sunday I did not know her, she had 
such a showy look, and Roger was quite grave when some 
one joked him about it." 

" She is too silly," I replied ; '< she has always been a 
perfect baby about dress, taking to every new fashion as it 
came out, and never once considering how unfitting it might 
be." 

" There is one thing graver than all, though," said John, 
'< as we have stumbled upon the subject. I didn't mean to 
worry you about it, only — " 
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" Tell me everythiDg," I ezolaimed ; '< let me know the 
worst." 

'^ How impatient you are ! Not at all changed for being 
in France," said John, laughing. "You may probably 
know as much as I do, for it concerns the past more than 
the present." 

" The past ! " I said ; " what past ? What do you mean ? 
I know nothing." 

" Indeed I " he replied. " Not that Jessie was writing 
letters to Mr. Macdonald, and encouraging him, up to the 
very day she accepted Roger ? " 

" To the best of my mowledge," I replied, " she refused 
Mr. Macdonald flatly, and afterwards never had anything to 
do with him except going over to Dene occasionally with 
Miss Milicent." 

" The world does not say so," answered John, gravely. 

" Then the world tells falsehoods, as it always does," I 
replied. 

" I wouldn't have you be so sure of that," he answered. 
" It is said that Mr. Macdonald has letters of hers in his 
possession, and that he shows them about as a proof of her 
having jilted him." 

I did not start then, or even speak ; I sat quite still, for 
I felt stunned. 

" Have I troubled you so very much ? " said John, look- 
ing much distressed. "I thought, to be sure, you knew 
everything, and Roger too. Many girls will flirt with one 
man, and then turn round and marry another ; though I can 
say nothing to excuse them. But, of course, in such a case 
people will talk." 

" Talk I " I exclaimed, and the sound of my voice was, 
even to my own ears, sharpened by anger and misery. " Talk 
of Roger's wife I Oh, Mr, Hervev I is it to be borne ? " 

" Ursie, you must be reasonable," he said, and his tone, 
though kind, was severe. " I will tell you nothing if you 
will not use common sense to control yourself. I had not 
the least idea of raising such a storm." 

" You don't know," I replied, ** you can little imagine 
what may come from all this. Jessie a jilt I Think what 
Roger would say 1 " 
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'^ I don't like to think," lie said. '' But no one can luido 
the past. What I really want to explain to you is the state 
of things at prei^ent." 

" I don't want explanation," I replied, proudly. " I 
scorn the opinion of the world. Let Jessie have been what 
she may, she is as true in heart to her husband now as the 
most model wife that ever breathed." 

'^ So say I," replied John, " so says Mrs. Kemp, so say 
all who really know her. But the world will not judge her 
so kindly, Ursie, when it sees her seeking the company of 
such persons as Mrs. Price and her friends, — ^walking with 
them in Hove, joining them after church, — and this besides 
going out visiting far more than people are used to in our 
neighbourhood, and dressing in a way which even quiet Mrs. 
Bichardson has been heard to lament as setting a bad exam- 
ple. A woman's character before marriage follows her af- 
terwards, Ursie, as you yourself will be inclined to allow ; 
and people who declare that Jessie was a flirt and a jilt — ^it 

frieves me to use the words, though I only tell you what I 
ear — ^before she became Boger's wife, stiU look askance at 
her ; especially when Mr. Macdonald goes about talking of 
all that went on with him, and Mrs. Price is heard to la- 
ment that her poor little friend has made a mistake." 

" They are mean, miserable, revengeful," I exclaimed. 
" There is no truth nor honour in them." 

" I don't think there* is," he replied. " I am quite sure, 
indeed, from things I have heard, that Mr. Macdonald speaks 
ill of her from spite and wounded vanity. He does not 
choose to let it be believed that another was really preferred 
to him." 

" And Mrs. Price is spiteful also," I said. '' She had 
reckoned upon Jessie as one of her own set, and she is pro- 
voked with her for having married out of it ; and now she 
is resolved to have her back again, whether it is Boger's 
will or not. I don't care for them, Mr. Hervey. I don't 
care for the world, or its opinions, or its talk, except with 
the anger of a moment What I do care for is " 

" Boger," said John, and his voice trembled, I thought, 
with kindly sympathy. I would not look towards him ; I 
could not bear him to see my tears. " You have been more 
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Better's wife in devotion to him than Jessie has been," he 
ad£d, ^' though her love may be great now." 

I paused to reply. An indescribable yearning for affeo- 
tion — a sense of wasted feelings — oppressed me. It was 
something with which I could not trust myself, and I tamed 
from the subject abruptly, and said, ^^ We must talk now of 
Mrs. Weir ; we have said enough of Sandoombe." 

All John Hervey's thoughtful tenderness of manner 
vanished. I could not tell why. He became the straight- 
forward, prudent man of business ; and in a few moments we 
were as deep in the intricacies and difficulties of Mrs. Weir's 
affidrs as though Eoger and Jessie, Sandcombe and Dene, 
had existed only in fiction. 



CHAPTER LXX. 

Miss Miliobnt would not see John Hervey that evening, 
and I was half afraid that she might take it into her head again 
to make some excuse the next morning ; but she came to me 
soon after eight o'clock, prepared, as she said, to 'go into all 
particulars. I think her resolution had been strengthened 
b^ hearmg that M. Dalange might be in Paris almost imme- 
diately. She wished me to be present at the interview ; bat 
I declined. My position in the family was already sufficient- 
ly awkward. I had more authority than could properly have 
belonged to me under ordinary circumstances, and it was a 
perpetual effi)rt to me to keep my place so as not to oreate 
ill-will. I was more especially particular as regarded money- 
matters. What I had done already was entirdy on the plea 
of Mrs. Weir's health, for which I felt myself responsible. 
I had no business to interfere in any other way, and I had 
already made John Hervey aware of the danger I dreaded 
from Miss Milicent's imprudence, so that he would be quite 
sufficiently on his guard. 

The interview was a very long one. I began to be fidg- 
ety as it drew near to twelve o'clock, lest Mr. Weir should 
come out of his room, and be roused by the sight of a stran- 
ger; but, just as the clock struck, the door of the salon 
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opened) and John Hervey ran down-stairs, whilst Miss Mili- 
cent went to her room. That augured no satisfaction on her 
part ; if she had been pleased, she would have come at once 
to tell me. 

Mr. Weir had his breakfast and read his letters. I hap- 
pened to go into the room at the time, and remarked that he 
looked troubled. He spoke to me hastily, and desired me to 
tell Miss Milicent to be ready for him in ten minutes. This 
was an excuse for going to her, which I was glad to have. 
She heard my message without making any reply ; but as I 
was going away, she called me back again. 

"You are dying to know, Ursie. I wish you would 
speak out and say vmat you want. Your John Herrey and 
I have had a quarrel." 

I replied that I had fancied as much. 

" Yes ; we have had a quarrel, and we may have many 
more before we have done. He talks law to me, and I can't 
endure law." 

" Only, unfortunately. Miss Milicent, we are all forced to 
do so," I said. 

" I don't choose to be forced. I never have attended to 
it yet, and I don't see why I am to begin now. It may 
be law, but it isn't justice, Ursie Grant, that a woman should 
not have the control her own money." 

" And how can Mr. Hervey interfere ? " I asked. 

" He says there are trustees. I don't care for trustees. 
When my old aunt left me my money, she meant me to do what 
I liked with it, for she was very fond of me. She always 
gave me five shillings at Christmas, and half-a-crown at 
Easter, and she never dreamed of my being worried in this 
way." 

" But if Mr. Hervey tells you the truth, Miss Milicent," 
I replied, " you will scarcely be angry with him." 

" I don't see that. When the doctor gives you a dose of 
medicine, you are not obliged to him, and, ten to one, but 
you would throw it away if you could." 

" Not quite," I answered. " I take it, though I dislike 
it." 

" Well ! and so have I taken what John Hervey says. 
I listened to him like a lamb ; but I told him I didn't be- 
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lieve a word lie said : and I mean to talk to my father about 
it." 

This would indeed produce a storm. I trembled for the 
conse<mences of my adWoe when I thought how it might 
affect Mrs. Weir. "Is Mr. Hervey coming here again, Miss 
MUicent?" lacked. 

" I don't know. He will be of little use if he does come. 
What am I to say to M. Dalange ? " 

" That you can have nothing to do with his schemes, I 
imagine." 

" Very well for you to say, Ursie," was her answer; " but 
if you have to save a father from ruin— ^" her voice trem- 
bled, and she stopped. 

It was very true. In my interest for Mrs. Weir I for- 
got the claims of the other parent, and I longed to see John 
a^in, that I might hear from hunself what advice he had 
given. From Miss Milioent I could expect nothing but 
vagueness. She went out with her father and left me alone 
with Mrs. Weir. It was a very cold day, and the wood fire, 
though bright and cheerful, did not thoroughly heat the 
apartment like one of English coal. Mrs. Weir sat hover- 
ing over it. I could not make her warm, though I wrapped 
her in shawls, and rubbed her feet and hands. She only 
allowed me to do this for a little while, and said she was 
afraid I should tire myself. "And it is not well to be 
waited upon so much, Ursula,'" she added; "so you had 
better go out and leave me." 

" I have not read to you to-day, dear Ma'am," I replied, 
" Perhaps if you would let me do that you would be better." 

" No ; not now, thank you. I am cold, Ursula. People 
in Paris are always cold. They said so when I was young. 
It was a long time ago. I came to Paris then, and I had a 
little sister, and she came too, and somebody else came. 
But I wish to do my duty to my husband, and so I am with 
him. If he wishes to go back, I shall go back too." 

There was a connection of ideas in the speech, incohe- 
rent though it was. I, who knew her history, could trace it, 
and I Uiought I would try the experiment of taking her 
back to those old times. " Were you a large party, Ma'am," 
I said, ''when you first came to Paris? " 
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"There were five of us, Ursula; my father, and my 
mother, and my sister, and — ^my husband doesn't like his 
name mentioned, so you won't ask me about him. But Para- 
dise is a happy place. He must be quite at homo there now, 
for he has been there a long time." 

" It won't be very long before we shall all be at home 
there, I hope, dear Ma'am," I said. 

" Not long ; — no ; and Mr. Bichardson said, one day, I 
need not be idTraid, and I don't think I am. But, Ursula, 
I should like to be thankful as I ought ; for you know Heav- 
en is a gift." 

'^It is not easy to be thankful aright, I am afraid, 
Ma'am," I said ; " many care so much more for earth than 
they do for Heaven." 

" Is it so ? " and Mrs. Weir looked up at mo with an air 
of momentary wonder. " They cannot know what it is. 
Ursula, do you ever think how pleasant the angels' language 
will be?" 

Think ! alas I that future existence in which Mrs. Weir 
already lived, was to me— busy, and anxious, and interested 
in the things of this life — still far, far off. I laid my hand 
upon hers, and said : ^^ Dear Ma'am, I have never learnt 
to think as I ought, though you have often tried to teach me, 
but if you will tell me now about the angels' language, I am 
sure I shall be glad to listen." 

" Oh no," she replied sadly, but very gently. " It can- 
not be told, it can only be thought about. My mind wanders 
when with you, Ursula. It never wanders with my Saviour, 
only sometimes it grows so mournful because he suffered, and 
had no help, and no one thanked Him. And then I do not 
quite know about my life now, I cannot think, and I forget ; 
yet I still talk to Him ; and if my head is confused he un- 
derstands. But I should like the angels' language. They 
must always tell quite what they mean, and I cannot" 

Mrs. Weir passed her hand over her eyes, and a painful 
look of bewilderment rested on her features. Yes, she was 
confused, troubled, — ^life was a misty perplexity to her ; yet 
through it all, the love which is the one great, enduring 
reality, was growing, and strengthening, and gathering into 
itself every other feeling,— even that which had been the 
Vol. n.— 10 
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blissful dream of her youth. She was urgent witii me that 
I should go out ; and, finding that I really could be of no 
material use to her for the next hour or two, I consented, as 
I had really seen very little of Paris, and the woman of the 
house had promised to take me to the H6tel de Yilie, and 
several other places which she said were worth seeing. A 
greater contrast could not have existed than between the 
quietness and sacredness of Mrs. Weir's room, with the so- 
ciety of one whose thoughts were dwelling with the angels, 
and the gay crowd which thronged the streets of Paris. I 
was amazed ; I could not help being so, and for the time I 
was engrossed by the scene. Now I doubt if I could be, 
under similar circumstances ; but those were comparatively 
my young days, and life, with all its trials, and even some at 
the moment very pressing, was full of novelty and excite- 
ment in that foreign land. 



CHAPTER LXXI. 

Wb went to the Hotel de Ville, and the Church of Notre 
Dame, and afterwards to the Palais de Justice and the Sainte 
Chapelle. My eyes were dazzled with bright colours, and I 
was almost tired of saying " How beautiful I " for I had 
never seen anything in En^and that could be in the least 
compared to the grandeur and richness of the buildings in 
Paris. But my mind was a little distracted by the thought of 
John Hervey. I did so very much wish to see him, and hear 
from his own lips what had passed in his interview with Miss 
Milicent. I looked for him at every turn, fancying I should 
know his English face and figure at any distance ; but it was 
a useless search, and I had given up the wish as foolish, 
when just as we were ascending the steps leading to the Pal- 
ais de Justice, a party came up whom I recognized as Mr. 
Weir, Miss Milicent, and, I thought, M. Dal^ge. I don't 
know that I was exactly surprised to see them. M. Dalange 
had been expected every day, but I very much disliked 
meeting him, and I hurried forward with my companion, 
hoping the others woul,d go into the Sainte Chapelle, and that 
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I might in that way lose sight of them. But the Sainte 
Chapelle did not appear to he their object. Miss Milicent 
and her father remained in the open space in front of the 
Palais de Justice. M. Dalange came up the steps, hurried 
by me without noticing me, and went — ^where I could not 
tell. It was along a passage, and through a door, but he 
was evidently at home in the place, and his visit had nothing 
to do with sight-seeing. The Palais de Justice did not in- 
terest me very much, and it seemed as if we were intruding 
amongst the lawyers, but I still liugered, being unwilling to 
encouDter Mr. Weir and Miss Milicent. In about five min- 
utes M. Dalange appeared again. I saw him go down the 
steps, and watched him talking eagerly to Mr. Weir, and then 
they seemed to turn upon Miss Milicent, who looked very 
eager and excited. After a while they left the place, and I 
thought I saw Miss Milicent and Mr. Weir get into a cab, 
but I was not quite sure. I had not yet been into the Sainte 
Chapelle, and I was told that it was more worth seeing than 
anything in Paris, so very richly ornamented with beautiful 
colours and gilding ; but — I don't know why it was — ^the 
sight of the persons whom I had just been watching, had 
rather destroyed my pleasure, and I felt as though I did not 
care for the Sainte Chapelle. My thoughts dwelt more upon 
Miss Milicent, left to be worked upon by those men. She 
seemed to me entangled in a net, and I half regretted not 
having gone up to her, that at least she might have had the 
opportunity of speaking, if there was anything amiss. I 
stood lookmg at the spot from which I fancied the carriage 
had driven off, and without turning my head made an obser- 
vation as I thought to my companion, when to my surprise 
and satisfaction it was answered by the friendly voice of 
John Hervey. " Ursie, here alone I " 

" No, not alone," I answered, pointing to my friend ; 
" but where did you come from ? I have been looking for 
you all the morning. This seems quite a meeting place. 
Mr. Weir and Miss Milicent and M. Dalange have just been 
here." 

" Who ? Not that rogue, Dalange ? " 

" Yes," I said ; " I am sure I was not mistaken." John 
moved as though he would have rushed away from n^e, but 
he stopped short. 



220 U B 8 U L A . 

"How long have tbey been gone? which way did 
they go?" 

" They are but just gone, not two minutes. Mr. Weir, 
I think, was in a cab with Miss Milicent Look, in that di- 
rection, to the right. What are you so anxious about ? " 

" I did not expect M. Dalange so soon," he said ; " and 
Miss Milicent is so ignorant, she knows nothing whatever of 
money matters. They will get every penny from her, and it 
is all a fraud, a monstrous fraud." 

" But she can't do anything without the consent of the 
trustees," I said. " You told her that yourself." 

" But these men may make her take responsibilities upon 
herself which the trustees can't refuse to acknowledge. I 
talked to her, Ursie, this morning, till I was hoarse. She 
was mad with me ; but I would make her hear me, and I 
hoped I had stopped the thing for the time. I have been 
writing this very day to one of the trustees, who is a lawyer, 
begging him to interfere." 

" That will only make matters worse," I said ; " the very 
name of a lawyer makes her angry." 

*' Then she must go her own way," he said. " If it is to 
ruin, it must be so." 

" No," I exclaimed, " it must not be. Mr. Hervey, you 
must stop her," and I caught his arm as he was turning 
away from me. 

He stood in silent thought. 

" For her mother's sake — ^for mine. Oh 1 Mr. Hervey, 
it is very near my heart." 

" Everything is near your heart, Ursie," he exclaimed, 
" except — but you wish it — I will try, though I have no 
hope," and so he left me. 

I entered the Sainte Chapelle. It was wonderfully beau- 
tiful, but I had not the heart to enjoy it. I felt thoroughly 
disappointed. John Hervey's coming was of no use, and the 
counsel which I had thought so wise, so sure to bring every- 
thing right, had failed. I became entirely desponding, and 
went back to the lodgings, prepared to find that all I most 
feared with respect to Mrs. Weir had occurred, that Mr. 
Weir had taken advantage of my absence to press upon her 
those unfortunate business matters, and that, in consequence, 
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the work of weeks had been wholly undone. Bat Mrs. Weir 
was lying quietly on the sofa, and Louise sitting by her at 
work. Mr. Weir and Miss Milicent, I was told, had not 
returned, but the dinner was nearly ready, and it was sup- 
posed they would be in almost immediately. Soon after- 
wards, as I was in my room, I heard Miss Milicent come 
up-stairs, but she went directly to her own apartment, and 
locked the door. That was about half-past five. We waited 
till six, seven, half-past seven, still Mr. Weir did not appear, 
and Miss Milicent^s answer, when we knocked at her door to 
ask about him, was that she knew nothing, she did not want 
any dinner, she had a headache ; and still no one was admit- 
ted to her apartment. Mrs. Weir was aware of something 
unusual, for her husband usually paid her a visit of a few 
minutes every day before dinner This day of course she 
missed him, but she was satisfied on being told that he must 
have had some engagement to detain him. I was thankful 
that she remained so quiet, but I began to be uneasy myself; 
and I could not prevail upon Miss Milicent to admit me to 
her room, or to give any answer to what was asked, except 
that she would not be disturbed. I persuaded Mrs. Weir to 
go to bed early. She inquired several times for her hus- 
band, but like a child was satisfied as soon as the slightest 
reason was given for his non-appearance. Miss Milicent 
opened her door to take in a cup of coffee and a roll, but 
this was all. I was sure that something painful had oc- 
curred, but all my trust lay in John Hervey. Whatever it 
might be, he would surely come to tell me of it, and I lis- 
tened to every footstep on the stairs, and every noise of an 
opening door, thinking there would be some tidings of him. 
Louise went to bed. I sat up. Latterly, I had slept on a lit- 
tle sofa in Mrs. Weir's room. She was often restless at 
night, and I was afraid to leave her alone. It must have 
been half-past ten o'clock, and I was thinking whether I 
ought not to summon courage once more to apply to Miss 
Milicent to throw some light upon the mystery, when I did 
really hear sounds of an arrival, talking at the foot of the 
stairs, questions and answers, and one voice, — 1 thought I 
could not be deceived, yet I listened several times before I 
could feel sure — it was certainly Mrs. Temple's. 
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The sinking of my heart, the trembling nervousness which 
oamo over me, caused me to catch hold of the nearest chair, 
as though seized with faintness. Before I could recover 
myself. Miss Milicent was standing in the passage, like 
myself, listening. She saw me, and seizing me by the arm, 
dragged me into her room, and again locked the door. 

" Ursie Grant, is it she ? You have sent for her, you 
are in league with her,'' and she looked at me with fierce 
anger. 

" I don't understand you. Miss Milicent," I said. " I 
believe it is Mrs. Temple; but why she is come, I know no 
more than yourself." 

" But you wrote to her." 

" No, indeed," I said. 

" Then John Hervey did ; some one must have told 
her." 

" No one," I replied, " that I am aware of. And, Miss 
Milicent, you know she has been threatening to come for the 
last week." 

" But just now, — to triumph over me, — to get me under 
her power I Ursie, I won't bear it." 

It was all a mystery, and I had no time to inquire into 
it, for a servant came to say that Mrs. Temple was in the 
salon. 

I drew back for Miss Milicent to pass before me ; but 
she seated herself on the black trunk, folded her arms, and 
said quietly, " I shall not go." 

" But, indeed. Miss MUicent," I observed, " if you will 
excuse me for saying so, you must. It is not my place to 
receive Mrs. Temple." 

" I don't move. You may go and tell her what she 
wants to know, and send her away." 

" I have nothing to tell," I replied. " Miss Milicent, 
you have kept us all sadly in suspense." 

" Kept you in suspense," she exclaimed. " Ursie, you 
are pretending ; it is your plan. You know as well as I do 
that we are all gone to ruin again ; and that my father is off. 
John Hervey may have meant well, but he has acted cruelly." 

" It is no plan of mine," I said, trying not to be angry at 
her accusation. ^' I know nothing, though I can guess 
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something. John Hervej told me that the speculation of M. 
Dalange was a fraud, and I suppose he has interfered to 
stop it." 

" Interfered by French law I " she exclaimed, " which is 
no better than English. The man may be in prison now for 
aught I know to the contrary ; perhaps it may be the best 
place for him ; but my father is off a^ain, and now you may 
go and tell Matilda Temple that, and let her rejoice over it." 

She stood up and pointed to the door with an air which 
was almost dignified in its proud bitterness. I could not 
urge, my point further. The key was turned as soon as I 
had left the apartment, and I had to face Mrs. Temple alone. 
As I passed Mrs. Weir's room, I looked in. She was sleep- 
ing, and oh ! how earnestly I prayed that she might be gain- 
ing strength for the trials which were awaiting her. 

" I was not expected, I perceive," was Mrs. Temple's 
stiff greeting, as I entered the salon. She had drawn her 
chair to the fire, and was endeavouring to stir up the dying 
embers. 

" No, Ma'am," I replied, " you were not expected, and I 
am afraid you will find it cold. Can anything be got for 
ou ? Mr. Weir is not at home, and Miss Milicent has a 
lad headache." 

" I see," she said sternly ; " it is as I expected. Young 
woman, you are to understand that you are no longer mis- 
tress in this family. If Milicent Weir is as weakly blind as 
her mother, I warn you there are others on the watch for her 
interests, who will not let her be cajoled to ruin by the arts 
of a cunning girl." I was taken by surprise, yet I did not 
lose my calmness. Mrs. Temple's manner and words always 
had the effect of giving me a feeling of indifference and self- 
possession. 

" I suppose, Ma'am," I said, " that you refer to myself. 
If you will have the goodness to explain your meaning, I will 
answer you as best I may." 

" No doubt you have an answer ready," she exclaimed ; 
" but I require actions, not words. I insist upon your in- 
stantly giving up the chai^ge of Mrs. Weir to me, and making 
your arrangements for returning to England to-morrow. It 
is for that purpose I am come.'' 



I 
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'< I am afraid it will be impossible to oblige yea. Ma'am," 
I replied ; '^ I am responsible to Dr. Green, who plaoed me 
in my present position, and Mr. Weir and Miss Milicent also 
must have a voice in the matter. When they and Mrs. 
Weir wish me to go, I shall be quite ready, indeed glad, to 
do so, but I could not make any change by myself. And 
perhaps," I added, '^ you will be good enough to let me know 
the grounds upon which you wish me to do so." t 

" It is easy to pretend ignorance," she replied ; " but 
there are proofs which you wiU find it anything but easy to 
answer. Do you know this handwriting ? " and she pro- 
duced a portion of a torn letter from her pocket-book, and 
pushed the candle towards me. 

'^It is my sister-in-law's handwriting," I said, feeling 
very much startled. 

" Ah I you own that ; perhaps this too will throw some 
light upon my business." She showed me another long letter 
signed *^ J. Macdonald," and pointed to the postscript. <' I 
enclose a portion of a note from Mrs. Grant, which will con- 
firm my assertions." 

I felt the colour forsake my cheeks, and I sat down in the 
nearest chair, for I trembled all over ; but it was not for any 
cause that Mrs. Temple would divine. 

She kept her eyes fixed upon me. " You had better con- 
fess at once," she said. ^^ You see that I have the power of 
discerning all your machinations. Your giddy sister-in-law 
is not likely to keep your secrets from her friends at Dene." 
• Angry and agitated though I was, I managed to reply, 
quietly : " Whatever my sister-in-law's note may have con- 
tained, Ma'am, it could be no confidential communication 
about me, for Jessie has nothing to tell." 

" That may or may not be," said Mrs. Temple, in the 
same satirical tone. *^ Mrs. Grant at least writes to them 
openly, and tells them your plans, and your address, as you 
may see for yourself," and she again put the torn paper into 
my hand. 

My eyes were dim ; everything seemed to swim before 
me, and it was with difficulty I could make out the words : 
*' Indeed you must believe that I tell you all I know. 
Ursula does not say when she shall return home. She is 
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still at the same lodgiogs in Paris with Mrs. Weir, and I do 
not see how she can leave her. I think but for her they 
would all go to ruin again, but she manages everything her 
own way; even Mr. Weir does exactly what she wishes." 

" Mrs. Weir is much obliged to you, doubtless," continued 
Mrs. Temple, scarcely giving me time to finish, " for manag- 
ing everything for her, but her friends would like to inquire 
a little more minutely into the particulars of this manage- 
ment. There have been some singular interferences of late. 
Mr. Hervey, I understand, is in Paris, summoned thither by 
Milicent Weir. A very singular adviser, certainly. Doubt- 
less that was upon your recommendation." 

I made no direct answer to this last remark. I cared 
nothing for Mrs. Temple's insinuations, nothing at that mo- 
ment for anything or any person except Roger and Jessie. 
With the heavy, heavy aching at my heart, I was only 
anxious to come at once to the root of all this mystery, and 
so to rid myself of it. Confronting Mrs. Temple without 
shrinking, I answered, '^ I can make no reply or explanation 
as to anything you have said, Ma'am, unless you will do me 
the favour to tell me plainly and openly what it is which you 
accuse me of, and how you*have gained your information. 
If you decline this, I am afraid I shall be obliged to leave 
you, as it is very late, and I shall be afraid of disturbing Mrs. 
Weir by conversing any longer." 

I suppose she saw from my manner that I was quite de- 
termined, and that nothing was to be obtained from me by 
indirect means, for in a more hasty and less sarcastic tone 
she answered : " Suspicions are quickly told when they are 
certainties. I accuse you of using undue influence in this 
house. I know that you assume the entire control not only 
of Mrs. Weir's income, but of her daughter's ; I know that 
you have been planning to get Milicent Weir's money into 
the hands of this man, Hervey, who is a mere land-surveyor 
and speculator, — ^for what purpose I do not pretend to say ; 
but he and you are too well known as acquaintances and 
friends of long standing not to make it certain that there is 
a complete undei*standing between you. I have reason to 
believe, moreover, that you are striving to work upon Mrs. 
Weir's mind in your own favour, and are taking advantage 
Vol. II— 10* 
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of her insanitj, whilst you persist in the assertion that she la 
in the possession of sound reason. Some of these accusa- 
tions I make from my own observation and experience ; 
others I have heard from persons residing in the neighbour- 
hood of Stonecliff, and acquainted with the Mr. Macdonald 
in whom Milicent Weir has so strangely confided ; and who, 
as well as Mr. Price of Dene, is, as every one knows, most 
intimate with your family, whether to your credit I do not 
pretend to say." And with the air of profound Christian 
charity Mrs. Temple heaved a deep sigh. 

Such a maze of truth and falsehood. I was in complete 
bewilderment How was I to extricate myself, and where 
was I to begin ? Mrs. Temple waited patiently, though try- 
ing to awe me by severe looks ; at last I said : "If you 
please. Ma'am, I will refer you to Miss Milicent to-morrow, 
to explain all things. Perhaps to-night you will be contented 
to know that Mr. Weir has again got himself into great diffi- 
culties, and that Mr. Hervey has helped him out of them. 
Mr. Weir is not expected home to-night, and if you would 
wish to have his room, I will order it to be made ready for 
you at once, otherwise I am i^id the people of the house 
will be gone to bed." 

I never in my life saw any one so angry as Mrs. Temple 
was then. I believe my quiet indifference exasperated her 
more than the fiercest storm of passion. I could not repeat 
all she said nor even all she did, as she paced up and down 
the room ; in the midst I heard a shrill cry, like the voice 
of a terrified child, and, rushing to Mrs. Weir's room, found 
her in a state of frightful nervous excitement Happily my 
first impulse was to lock the door behind me. When I went 
up to the bedside, the poor lady actually clung to me in 
alarm. " She is come back, Ursula, she is come to take me ; 
I must go. They will shut me up. Oh ! save me." And 
then she nearly threw herself out of bed in her fright, and 
when I«forced her back, and made her rest her head on the 
pillow, she sank into a state of complete exhaustion for a few 
minutes, only to be roused again to fresh tears. She had 
heard Mrs. Temple's voice. She must hear it again. I felt 
there was nothing to be done but to acknowledge the truth, 
and try to reassure her by saying that I would remain with 
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her, and that no one could take her from me. She made mo 
repeat the words again and again ; she caught at them as the 
drowning sailor catches at the plank which is to save him. 
But Mrs. Temple knocked at the door and inquired how her 
aunt was, and the nervous horror returned again. What was 
to be done with her I could not tell. When she was again 
calm for a few minutes I lefb her, locking the door on the 
outside and carrying away the key, and went to call Louise 
and make her wait upon Mrs. Temple, and then I returned 
to watch by the bedside. Mrs. Temple, I believe, went to 
bed, for she did not endeavour to gain admittance again ; 
probably she felt it would be useless. It was a sad and most 
anxious night. If the case had been merely physical I should 
instantly have sent for medical advice, but what could a 
strange physician do in an illness so complicated and dis- 
tressing ? Mrs. Weir's pulse was fearfully quick. I trem- 
bled lest violent fever might be coming on, but I was aflraid 
to call up Louise or Miss Milicent, to ask their opinion as to 
what should be done, lest Mrs. Temple should insist upon 
joining in the consultation. Of course I had no rest ; I had 
not even an hour's quiet watching which might enable me to 
think over my difficulties, and seek for help in my great 
anxieties. I could but say a few short prayers from time to 
time for Mrs. Weir, Miss Milicent, myself, above all— oh ! 
with what depth of earnestness was the petition offered ! for 
my dear Roger and for Jessie. 



CHAPTER LXXII. 

There was no doubt as to Mrs. Weir's state in the morn- 
ing. Fever had not only begun, but was increasing rapidly. 
A physician was sent for before Mrs. Temple was awake. 
Miss Milicent was thoroughly frightened, and willing to do 
everything she was told, Siough in her own peculiar way ; 
and it was by her representations that I obtained from the 
physician, what I most desired, a strict command that no 
fresh person should be admitted to Mrs. Weir's room. " I 
told hun, Ursie," said Miss Milicent, when relating her inter- 
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view, " that Matilda Temple was a Turk, and that the sight 
of her would throw mj mother into convulsions, and that 
quite decided him." Mrs. Temple was extremely indignant, 
and threatened all kinds of interference in revenge, but she 
did not venture to do more, and I kept carefully out of her 
way, and made Mbs Milicent take upon herself the part 
which fitly belonged to her. If this state of things could but 
last, I felt we might be able to weather the present storm. 
Miss Milicent, subdued by fright and anxiety, was more able 
now to give me a rational account of the proceedings of the 
previous day.- In low tones, as she watched by Mrs. Weir, 
who lay tossing on her bed in restless unconsciousness, she 
informed me that after leaving the Palais do Justice, she, 
and Mr. Weir, and M. Dalange, had gone direct to the hotel 
where the latter had for the time taken up his abode. There 
M. Dalange proposed to put before her the state of her 
father^s entanglements, which he declared demanded instant 
relief. She was not to be called upon to pay down any 
money at once, but she was only to be guarantee for certain 
sums which M. Dalange was to advance. She was frightened, 
and did not know-how to refuse, and her father seemed quite 
desperate when he found she hesitated. They were in the 
midst of the discussion when they were interrupted by the 
entrance of John Hervey and a Frenchman, who appeared 
to have some legal authority. Miss Milicent said she could 
not understand all that went on, they talked so fast, and M. 
Dalange got into a violent passion; but he was taken off at 
last, evidently against his will, and John Hervey then brought 
her home. 

" And what became of Mr. Weir ? " 1 said. 

" He went off. John Hervey tells me he is gone to 
Brussels." 

" But was he allowed to go ? " I said. " Was he not in 
as much danger as M. Dalange ? " 

" My father is no swindler, Ursie," replied Miss Milicent, 
haughtily ; " he may speculate, but it is in good faith. John 
Hervey says there is no such accusation against him as there 
is against these Frenchmen ; but he is gone. The French- 
man did not know who he was, and had no directions about 
him, and almost as soon as the fuss be^an, my &ther slipped 
away, and that was the last I saw of him 1 " 
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It did not seem very like innocence, yet I felt thankful 
that Mr. Weir was at least saved from more public disgrace. 

Miss Milicent was silent after this, she seemed very un- 
willing to allude to common subjects, and I did not wonder 
at it. If anything could convince her of the folly of trusting 
as she had done to her own judgment, I should suppose it 
would be the present condition of her family affairs ; but she 
would say nothing, noCone word of regret or acknowledgment, 
and when not actually attending upon her mother, sat brood- 
ing over the fire with her hands upon her knees, apparently 
lost in melancholy reflections. Mrs. Temple had a dreary, 
solitary day, but she showed no symptoms of being tired or 
of intending to leave us. She remained alone in the salon, 
working, and reading, and keeping watch, and when the 
doctor came in the middle of the day, had a long private 
conference with him. She spoke not one word to me, indeed 
I scarcely gave her the opportunity of doing so, and her com- 
munications with Miss Milicent were very brief. As to my- 
self, 1 went on from hour to hour doing what was needed, 
and longing for two things,— one that I might see John 
Hervey, and the other that I might find half an hour's leisure 
before the post went out to write to Jessie. Neither was 
granted. No John Hervey came, and as it drew towards the 
evening Mrs. Weir became much worse, and I could not 
possibly leave her. The doctor, when he was sent for about 
eight o'clock, looked very grave. Mrs. Temple insisted upon 
coming into the room, and as Mrs. Weir was then quite 
insensible to what was passing it did not signify. I think 
she was shocked by the change that had already taken place, 
indeed I never saw her so really distressed, but the result 
was different from my expectation. Instead of declaring, as 
I had feared, that she would herself be head nurse ; she took 
a sudden fright, and when the physician was gone, summoned 
Miss Milicent, announced her belief that it was a case of 
decided infection, and stated that she should leave the house 
and go to a neighbouring hotel. It may well be believed 
that no one objected ; and when Louise had packed up her 
things, and seen her set off in a cab to an hotel in the next 
street, I think we one and all felt as if half the burden of 
our care was removed. 
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The next morning bi'ought me letters from home. I read 
them as I went to lie down, in Miss Milioent's room afier mj 
night of watching. Weary though I was, every feeling of 
fiitij^e, or inclination for sleep, was forgotten in the anxiety 
with which I opened them. One was from Mrs. Kemp, the 
other from lloger. I put the latter aside. Mrs. Kemp wrote 
as follows : — 

"My Dear Ursie, 
<< It has been no want of thought or of love which has 
kept me from writmg, but we have had busty times, with a 
change of servants, and Mary and I have had a good deal 
of needle-work on hand, besides other matters, and we wish 
you had been here to help us. Of course, after your letter, 
I have tried to have an eye upon Mrs. Roger, but she has 
been here very little, not more than once for the last month, 
and what I hear I don't take much notice of, though it is not 
so much to her credit as I could like, and the Farmer tells 
me her name is mentioned in a light way at Hove, which is 
to be expected if she will be so free with the Dene people. 
But there is nothing for me to take up or talk about to Boger, 
though I pity him, poor man ! from my heart, and can't help 
seeing, as everybody else sees, that he has had a grave look 
of late, which he did not use to have. He is very anxious 
for his wife that she shouldn't over-fatigue herself, and 
so he must be the more vexed at her going out so much. 
She was dining at Dene, I heard say, last week, when Boger 
went to London for a day or two on business. That does 
not sound well in itself, besides its being wrong in her to 
leave William alone. Any how, my dear, things will be much 
better when you are at home, and my plain opinion is that 
you have more claim there iJian you have with poor Mrs. 
Weir, who, they say, scarcely knows one person from another, 
and who, at any rate, is no relation. You won't mind my 
saying that, I hope, seeing we are such old friends. One 
thing which tells against Mrs. Roger, in everybody's opinion, 
is the way Mrs. Price talks about her. A person I know 
heard Mrs. Price say in Hove, that her marriage was all a 
mistake, and that she was very much in love with Mr. Mac* 
donald at the time. I contradicted it, because I had heard 
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from you of her having refused him; bat people won't believe 
that, and one person, — ^I won't mention names for fear of 
making mischief, — said that Mr. Macdonald had letters in 
his possession which proved that she had jilted him. How- 
ever, I don't believe all that the world says, and I only tell 
you, my dear, because you asked me to let you know every- 
thing. Now I will only repeat that it will be a happy day 
for us all, and a very fortunate one for Sandcombe and Mrs. 
Roger, when you are at home again to put things straight ; 
so hoping to see you before long, 
" I remain, 

" Your affectionate friend, 
'< Anns Kemp. 

" P. S. I have forgotten to tell you about Mary ; but I 
take it for granted that you will hear everything from John 
Hervey. We like Richard Bennett very much, and are well 
pleased upon the whole. Mary says she would rather talk 
than write ; but she sends you her best love." 

Richard Bennett I who was he ? A new labourer most 
likely ; but his name came in oddly. I put down the letter 
and took up Roger's. Just then there was a knock at my 
door, and Louise came to tell me that Mr. Hervey was in the 
salon, and wished to speak to me. 

I must have looked like a ghost after my sleepless nights 
and anxious thoughts ; but I went up to John Hervey with 
a smile on my face, for my heart was gladdened by the sight 
of him. 

" Are we alone ? " he said, and he looked round uneasily. 

" Yes, quite. Mrs. Temple is gone, frightened by the 
thought of mfection. Don't look so horrified, it is only her 
fidget ; but she keeps away. Perhaps, though," I added, ** you 
didn't know she was here." 

" Yes, I have seen her. She is mad with you and me, 
Ursie." 

"Is she ? " I said. " I can't say that I care. Tell me 
about Mr, Weir." 

" Miss Milicent has given you the story of course," he 
said. " She promised me she would." 
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" Then she did not keep her promise," I replied. " She 
oome back and locked herself np in her room, and would say 
nothing to any one. It was only yesterday morning that I 
drew a few particniars from her." 

" She is so strange," he said, " one never knows how to 
deal with her. I thought I had made her see the matter 
rightly. There was no other way of managing it, Ursie. 
Before I came abroad, I inquired of persons who knew cor 
friend, Mr, Macdonald, and this M. Dalange, and I found oat 
quite enough to convince me that they were both as great 
rogues as one could desire to see, and Miss Milioent^s own 
information as to their proceedings put me on the right scent 
for discovering more. Since I have been in Paris, a friend 
has helped me to get at the whole truth. Mr. Weir, with all 
his shrewdness, has been fairly taken in by them. The case 
is a serious one as regards M. Dalange. He is accused of 
forgery ; but that does not concern us, only I wanted, if pos- 
sible, to have the affair put into the hands of the authorities 
quietly, so as to prevent Miss Milicent's name from bemg 
brought forward, and to save Mr. Weir from being in any 
way publicly disgraced. If Miss Milicent had been less wil- 
fril, it might all have been managed ; but at last, as you your- 
self know, there was no way of saving her from becoming en- 
tangled, except by having the Frenchman seized at once. Mr. 
Weir has taken fright, and is off to Brussels. Though said 
to be innocent, I suspect he feels safer there than in Paris, 
for the present." 

" And have you explained this to Mrs. Temple ? " I asked. 
" She came to Paris, imagining, I actually believe, that you 
and I were in a plot to cheat Mrs. Weir and Miss Milicent 
out of all their money. I don't know clearly now who put 
the notion into her head." 

^' That man, Macdonald, from what I can understand," 
replied John. " He was mixed up with the French business, 
and no doubt learned from M. Dalange that you were standing 
in the way of their getting possession of Miss Milicent 's money. 
At any rate, it was a letter of his, which Mrs. Temple showed 
me, written to a friend of hers who has taken Stoneoliff, 
which made her so alarmed as to what you and I were about, 
that she came off directly." 
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I thoaght of the scrap in Jessie's handwriting, and longed 
to know if he had seen that also ; but I could not bring my- 
self to ask. 

" This letter," continued John, " pretended to be strictly 
confidential, but said that it was high time that Mrs. Weir's 
friends should interfere, to have you recalled." 

" Hypocrite ! " I exclaimed ; " when he himself was work- 
ing to get everything into his own hands I But Mrs. Temple 
believed the folly, and that is not much better." 

" It is too absurd to make one angry," replied John ; " who 
can care what such a woman thinks ? " 

" You would not say so if you had to deal with her," I 
said ; ^* she has been a thorn in my side for months." 

" But she will not continue so," he replied ; " I must leave 
Paris this afternoon, and grieve to my heart that' you should 
bear the burden of this trouble alone ; but it will be over 
before long, Ursie. Whichever way it ends, you will come 
back to us, and be happy again." 

The word happy touched me to the quick. I was very 
silly, but both mind and body were overworked, and I leaned 
my head upon the table, and my tears fell fast. 

He drew near me, and his voice was kind and very sooth- 
ing. He called me, dear Ursie ; he said there were many who 
loved me, and rested upon me; that I was Roger's comfort, 
and Jessie's guardian angel ; that I deserved happiness, and 
I must be happy. But my heart was very heavy, and, rais- 
ing my head, I answered bitterly, as I wiped away my tears, 
" Ah, Mr. Hervey I it is easy for you to talk of happiness ; 
life is bright before you. Mary Kemp will never disappoint 
you as Jessie has disappointed Roger." 

He drew back. " Mary Kemp 1 " he said, " disappoint 
me I I don't understand you, Ursie. Mary Kemp is going 
to be happy, I trust, but there is na question of disappoint- 
ment as far as I am concerned." 

" Not when she is to be your wife ? " I replied, and my 
burst of sorrow ended in a feeling of angry amazement. 

" My wife ! Ursie, you are talking wildly. Mary Kemp 
is engaged to my cousin, Richard Bennett. He made an 
offer to her just before you left England." 

A sense of the ridiculous seized me, and feeling too weak 
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to control myself, I laughed almost hysterically. Bat John 
Hervey stood by me quite grave and silent. 

" Richard Bennett, I thought he was a labourer I " was 
my exclamation, as soon as I could recover my breath. '' No 
wonder I was puzzled. But, Mr. Hervey, what has all the 
mystery been ? Farmer Kemp, and Mary, and Mrs. Kemp, 
have all misled me. What have you had to do with the 
matter?" 

*^ Merely," he replied, in the same grave tone, '' that 
there was a difficulty, as usual, about money matters. Bich- 
ard Bennett is a clerk in a counting-house, with a very good 
prospect of rising ; but his salary was not sufficient, so the 
Farmer thought, to insure Mary's having a comfortable home, 
and I managed to have it increased. Mary is indebted to 
me for this, and nothing more. I canH think how yoa could 
have made such a mistake, Ursie," he added, a little bitterly, 
^ you always spoke as if you understood, and it must have 
struck you as strange that I never talked about Mary." 

" We have scarcely seen each other lately, if you remem- 
ber," I said ; " and I am afraid I was too much engrossed 
in my own affairs to think much about it. It was very 
selfish of me," I added, for my heart reproached me ; '^ but, 
indeed, Mr. Hervey, setting aside Mrs. Weir, there are other 
cares which may be my excuse. And then I had never 
heard of Mr. Bennett. He is like a man from another 
world." 

'' He saw Mary six months ago," replied John, " and said 
nothing, because he had nothing to offer. But Mary, as it 
seems, lost her heart to him, and when he did propose, the 
thing was soon settled." 

" And you have not been in love with Mary all your life, 
then ? " I asked. 

He looked at me with an expression so wondering, earnest, 
and anxious, it seemed to thrill through me. " OE Ursie I " 
he said, " have you thought it possible ? " He paused, Mrs. 
Weir's bell rang, and I rushed out of the room. 

John Hervey loved me ! I suppose there is no woman 
to whom such a consciousness comes for the first time, with- 
out some feeling of pleasurable excitement; but the next 
moment, in my case, brought a pang of deep and most painful 
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regret. The feeling was not returned. Yet my heart beat 
quickly, — ^my head was dizzy with emotion ; and, as I en- 
tered Mrs. Weir's chamber, I could scarcely summon sufficient 
presence of mind to answer Miss Milicent's hasty question, 
whether Mr. Hervey had brought any tidings of her father. 

" I think, if you please, you had better go and ask, — ^he 
will tell you everything, and I can wait here," I said ; and I 
hurriedly took my place at the bedside, and motioned to Miss 
Milicent that I was willing to remain. She left me, and I 
was alone, able to think. Yes, he did love me ; I saw it 
clearly as though written before me. I traced the feeling 
through the course of years. I felt that it had been constant 
and increasing. I knew that there were times, when, uncon- 
sciously to myself, I might even have given it encouragement. 
And I was excited, flattered, grateful, but I had nothing ex- 
cept gratitude to offer in return. John Hervey had not been 
the idol of my imagination, I had bestowed but few thoughts 
upon him. His presence or absence gave me nothing but a 
passing pleasure or pain. It seemed cold and cruel. I 
thought I had deluded him, I pictured to myself his disap- 
pointment, and longed — no one can tell how earnestly — ^to 
comfort him. Just for an instant, it even crossed my mind 
whether we might not be happy together, for as a friend I 
could have rested upon him, and found pleasure and support 
in his society. My dread of giving him pain was so great, 
that I could have made any personal sacrifice to avoid it And 
life with John Hervey as a companion, would never be un- 
happy. But there was something required beyond this, and 
the very effort I made to think of him as my husband proved 
that it could never be my duty to accept him. 

And then I smiled scornfully at myself as I remembered 
that I was thinking of rejection before the offer had been re- 
ceived. It was unmaidenly and unwomanly. But no, it 
was not so. I was but facing that which I believed to be a 
truth, and which, if I returned to say good-bye, would, I felt 
assured, be expressed. One moment, if I had remained, 
and I should have heard the full outpouring of his feelings, 
and have been called upon to accept or reject him. I have 
heard that there are some women who look upon such 
events as triumphs, and who, in the gratification of their 
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yanitj, forget the pain they are inflicting, and rejoice in the 
^ opportunity, for once afforded them, of placing themselyes in 
a position superior to men. Grod knows, I say it in all sin- 
cerity, I am in no wise freer from vanity, or more thought- 
ful or tender-hearted than the generality of my sex ; and 
yet this feeling of triumph is one into which I could never 
enter. A man's grief is so very terrible to witness, and 
surely there is nothing but exceeding pain, in seeing those to 
whom nature bids one look up, humbled, under any circum- 
stances, whether of pain of body or anguish of mind. It is 
a false position, and as such it can never be a rightful cause 
for triumph. But be this as it may. I had received from 
Mrs. Weir, years before, a counsel which now came to my aid, 
and which would alone have been sufficient to guide me as to 
to the course I was to pursue. " Remember, Ursie," she once 
said to me, when talking of the possible difficulties of my 
future life, " if it should ever happen that you perceive the 
affection of a worthy man before he has declared it, and find 
yourself so circumstanced that you cannot accept him, save 
him, if possible, the pain of being rejected, by never giving 
him occasion to make the offer. It may be less flattering to 
yourself, but it is more generous to him." I had but little 
time for thought now. I expected Miss Milicent every 
instant to return, but my resolution, though made hastily, 
was not, I hope, therefore, unwise. I would not see John 
Hervey again, and I took up a piece of paper, and wrote 
instead. 

" My dear Mr. Hervey, 
" I am so very tired, having been up all night, that I 
really think I must go and lie down, and not wait till you 
and Miss Milicent have finished your conversation. Please 
not to think it unkind. I hope you will have a pleasant 
journey. Give them all my best love at home. I do trust 
to be there before long. 

" JTours very sincerely, 

" Ursula Grant." 

It was painfully cold, almost ungracious, after the in- 
terest he had taken in me, but I felt as though the very cold- 
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ness was his safeguard. If he could be quite assured of my 
indifference, his thoughts would turn into another channel, 
and, young as I was, I had had sufficient experience to be 
aware that the food of love is hope. Destroy the one and the 
other will most probably die. How Anxiously I listened after 
Louise had taken the note, very much fearing that he would 
insist upon seeing me again — ^and yet, woman like, longing to 
be forced into saying something more kind ; and how, after- 
wards, when I heard Miss Milicent speak to him in the lobby, 
and counted his footsteps descending the stairs, a perverse 
injured feeling took possession of me, and I alternately 
blamed myself for the foolish vanity of my suspicions, and 
accused him of wounded pride for having so quickly accepted 
my note, every one who knows the weaknesses and inconsist- 
encies of the human heart will easily imagine. Any how the 
deed was done. I was never to know his feelings, and vanity 
must from thenceforth be contented to sleep in ignorance, 
whether the love that had been rejected was a truth or an 
imagination. 

I do not know whether it may appear selfish or unnatural, 
but it was not till John Hervey had left the house, — as I 
learnt from Miss Milicent, without any word of remembrance 
or question as to my plans, — that I recollected I had still an 
unopened letter from Roger to read. Then, as I once more 
sat alone in my chamber, with an indescribable feeling of 
dreariness and disappointment at my heart, I opened it, and 
in a few moments I was transported back to Sandcombe, 
satisfied, quite satisfied, that I had done rightly. 

" My dearest Ursie, 
" I have not written to you lately, because I have been 
constantly expecting you home. We none of us thought, 
when you left us, that you would be away so long. I don't 
wish to hurry you, or make you uncomfortable, but I want 
very much to see you. When I was in Canada I did not 
mind being away from you so much, because it was necessity, 
and you were coming out to join me ; but Sandcombe is dif- 
ferent, and there are a good many things about which we 
should like your opinion. It may look selfish to write in this 
way, when you are so usefully employed, and I had a battle 
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with myself before I made up my mind to say anything, bat 
I don't speak for myself only, though I oould do so. We 
lived so many years together, dear Trot, and they were very 
happy ones. Women are said to have braver hearts than 
men, and I begin to think it must be true, for you can do 
better without me than I can without you. I am a man of 
few words, and very often I can't say things when I wish to 
do so ; but you have been a chief blessing to me, and may 
God reward you for it, and make you happy. I am afraid 
at times I have vexed you, especially of late ; but there has 
been no lack of love. I sorely want you home." The rest 
of the letter contained merely some details about the fiE^m 
and housekeeping, but Jessie's name was not once men- 
tioned. 

Leave Boger and Sandcombe, and marry John Hervey 1 
If the most devoted love that ever mortal felt had been of- 
fered me in compensation, I could not then haye accepted it. 
There was a tone in Roger's letter, a quiet, sober sadness, 
which spoke to me of his disappointment far more than words. 
It was only a disappointment ; there was no anxiety. If 
there had been, he would have mentioned it openly, for he 
hated mysteries ; but it was a sadness which I fiBmcied he did 
not himself comprehend, and which he seemed to turn to me 
to explain and soothe. He was very childlike in some of his 
ways, at least with those whom he quite knew and trusted ; 
his expressions of affection were always so simple and straight- 
forward, and his penitence was the same. When he did any- 
thing wrong, or which he considered wrong, he owned it in a 
few words, and always without any excuses. I felt now, as 
though he was no match for Jessie ; as if, with all his man- 
liness and sense, and knowledge of worldly things, he was too 
innocent and true to be on his guard against the deception of 
a woman's weak, vain heart, and the gentler feelings which I 
had lately bestowed upon c[essie were turned into oittemess, 
as I thought once more how unworthy she was of him. 

The letter shown me by Mrs. Temple I I had not for- 
gotten it, though with the incessant press upon my mind I 
had as yet found no leisure to determine what should be done 
about it. I did not choose to ask questions about it, and so 
expose myself again to Mrs. Temple's unldnd remarks. But 
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I could not make up my mind to whom it was addressed, or 
for what purpose it had been written. Though it had been 
sent to Mrs. Temple through Mr. Macdonald, it was most 
probably part of some communication made to Mrs. Price. 
However that might be, it so increased my distrust of Jessie's 
prudence and openness, that I think it would have driven me 
home at all hazards, if I had not felt that the time was past 
when her folly could do harm to others, whatever it might to 
herself. 



CHAPTER LXXIIL 

Mrs. Weir's fever increased, and she was in great danger. 
We watched her incessantly for many days. At last she was 
so ill that we gave up all hope. Then there came a sudden 
change, and she sank to sleep and awoke exhausted, so that 
life could scarcely be discovered, yet calm and conscious — 
conscious that she was dying. For there was no thought in 
any of us that she would recover, and I may add, indeed, no 
hope, except — ^yes — Miss Milicent hoped. If ever there was 
a bitter wakening to the knowledge of neglected duties, and 
a wish to make amends, in the heart of any human being, it 
was in hers during that period of troubled watching. We 
were alone in the midst of the crowded world of Paris, with- 
out visitors or friends, for Mrs. Temple's suspicious guard- 
ianship was lessened by her fears, and wishing apparently to 
have no excuse for communication with what she considered 
an infected house, she had left Paris, and stationed herself at 
St. Germains, to be within reach whenever any change should 
take place. One letter had been received from her father by 
Miss Milicent. In it Mr. Weir made some general inquiries 
for his wife, and said that he was still for the present at 
Brussels.* And now that Mrs. Weir's consciousness had re- 
turned, the difficulty was how to communicate the fact that 
he had again left her. This, however, was not so difficult a 
task as I had feared. It seems as though God were pleased 
at times to bestow at the close of life, a singular quietness of 
mind and forgetfdlness of worldly anxieties to those who have 
long striven to please Him. And of one thing I am quite 
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certain, that the habits of self-control and acquiesence in His 
will which are attained, it may be, only through long stmg- 
gle, and with a constant sense of defeat, whilst the spirit is 
in its full energy, bring forth their perfect fruit in hours of 
weakness, being ripened into fulness by the sunshine of God's 
more abundant grace. Mrs. Weir from her nervous, suscep- 
tible temperament, her disappointments and sorrows, had 
passed a troubled life ; repose had been a blessing unknown 
to her. Even when externally there was little to disturb 
her, her over-scrupulous conscience, and her little whims and 
pecularities, had been a fertile source of unhappiness. But 
she had battled with these temptations. For years she had 
sought to control herself, to suffer patiently, and to feel that 
'^ in quietness and confidence must be her strength;" and, 
latterly, forced more vigorously into the conflict by Mrs. 
Templets ignorance of the human heart and natural severity 
of character, she had brought herself to a degree of self-denial 
and self-control which it was even painful to witness. I 
thought it hard upon her at the time, and, notwithstanding 
the result, I would not for worlds inflict the same penance 
myse!f, neither would I advise any other persons to attempt 
such a course of discipline. There are certain drugs which are 
dangerous poisons in our own hands, though healing medi- 
cines in the hands of a wise physician ; and so there are 
chastisements and trials which, brought upon us by God's 
Providence, work for our eternal good, whilst, if inflicted by 
our own will, they tend to spiritual pride and narrowness of 
mind. If the life which Mrs. Weir led under Mrs. Temple's 
government had been marked out by her own conscience, it 
would probably have ended in some morbid delusion ; as it 
was, though often exaggerated, and tinctured by the pecu- 
liarities of her character, there was to be found in it the 
spirit of humble submission and humility, and the ornament 
of that '^ meek and quiet spirit, which is in the sight of God 
of great price." 

And now it had its reward. Yet it seems to me that 
there is nothing more striking, I may even say startling, 
than the knowledge of the " much tribulation " through which 
those who may truly be called the saints of God have been 
prepared for the enjoyment of ^is ELingdom. If they, so 
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pure-minded, humble, devoted, loving, required so much sor- 
row, what must be needed for us, who now in health and 
prosperity are giving half our heart to the service of Christ, 
and half to the service of Mammon ? As I watched Mrs. 
Weir gradually, hourly, sinking into her grave, I felt as 
though the hard probation of centuries would never bring 
me to the same heavenly mind. That was a distrust of God's 
grace, but it was not easy to overcome it ; and even the gen- 
tle tenderness and affection towards myself^ shown in Mrs. 
Weir's every look and tone, and repeated to me in words of 
love which can never be forgotten, made me only feel the 
more my own coldness and the depth of my ingratitude to- 
wards God. 

Mrs. Weir asked for her husband almost the first mo- 
ment that she was restored to consciousness. Miss Milicent 
and I had arranged beforehand what we should say, and we 
told her that he had left Paris on account of some business, 
and that we did not think he would be able to return just 
yet. She received the information very quietly, and, as I 
thought at the time, without suspicion; but the following 
day, when she rallied for a few hours, she called Miss Mili- 
cent to her bedside, and made her bring a pen and ink, and 
write a few lines from her dictation. They were very few, and 
I saw the large drops fall from Miss Miiicent's eyes, as she 
noted down the words ; when they were ended, she brought 
the note to me, and laying it before me, said, '^ It's no use to 
deceive her, Ursie. She has a quicker sight than we have." 
I read, — 

<^ Dearest Georgs, 
" Something tells me you are gone away in trouble. May 
God help you in it I I have never been any comfort to you. 
I ask your forgiveness for this, and all my other short-com- 
ings, and I thank you that you have allowed me to be with 
you. Our daughter, Milicent, will do more than I have ever 
done to make you happy. I pray you to love and cherish 
her. Dearest George, though I am a grievous sinner, God, 
of His great mercy, has given me peace through Jesus Christ. 
I beseech Him to give it to you also. If it had been his will, 
I should have been glad to tell you myself, that I am now, 
Vol. II— U 
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and have ever been, your dutifol and affectionate wife, Mar- 
garet Weir. His wUl be done. There is a place in Heaven 
for alL" 

After writing this note, Mrs. Weir asked no qnestions. 
It seemed as though the earthly anxiety was not allowed to 
linger in her mind, and her heart was no doubt at rest, from 
the feeling that she had fulfilled her last duty to her husband. 
I was very thankful for this. If Mr. Weir had been with us, 
his presence must have been distressingly uncongenial, — and 
Miss Milicent would have felt it to be so even more than 
Mrs. Weir. Ail the good that was in her came out now, — 
and yet in a very painful and often strange way. Longing 
to nurse her mother, and do things which might make up for 
her neglect, she yet put me forwud on every occasion, saying 
that she was not fit to wait upon any one so good,— but! 
was determined that this state of things should not continue, 
and I urged, and at last induced her to sit with her mother, 
and read to her just the few verses from the Psahns, or tiie 
Gospel, which were all Mrs. Weir could bear to hear. An 
English clergyman, who was most attentive and kind, came 
every day, and then Miss Milicent was obliged to speak, and 
take her proper place in the family ; but imen we joined in 
the prayers, she kept aloof in a distant part of vie room, 
kneeling by herself, and with such a look in her face when 
she rose up ! — as if the self-reproach of a whole life had been 
weighing upon her. It was the third day after the fever had 
taken a turn that I said something to her about Mrs. Temple, 
who had come back to Paris, and sent messages of inquiry. 
Somewhat of the old spirit appeared, and she said to me has- 
tily, <^ There can't be any message sent except that we don't 
want to see her. I should run out of the house if she came 
in." An instant afterwards she corrected herself and added, 
" Yet she might have as much cause to turn away from me. 
Ursie Grant, I am a great sinner, and you must say some 
prayers for me." 

I did pray for her constantly and fervently, more so than 
she could possibly have imagined ; and now, seeing her thus 
moved, I ventured to say, " It might be right that Mrs. Tern* 
pie should come, if she wishes it." 

She stood silent; then said, *^ Yes, send for her," and 
made no other remark. 
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I had no fear for the meeting now. Mrs. Weir's spirit 
was too near the hour of its eternal freedom to dread the 
presence of one connected with the remembrance of only 
earthly bondage. Tet I felt it right to prepare her, and I 
was sure that Miss Milicent would not undertake the duty. 
The greater part of the day was spent now in a torpor, which 
was nearly, though not quite, sleep. Late in the afbemoon 
she was roused a little, and I went to her and said, '' Dear 
Ma'am, there has been a friend anxious to see you ever since 
you have been ill — Mrs. Temple. She would think it kind 
if you would let her come." 

There was just a shadow of pain on Mrs. Weir's face ; 
then she said, " My niece is always ^d, Ursula, and I should 
like to thank her that she let me live with her. It is right 
of you to think of it." After this she did not close her eyes 
again, but semed to be more alive to what was going on, and, 
fearing she might at last be restless, I sent directly for 
Mrs. Temple, and asked her not to delay. Tet I did not in 
reality expect her. After the fear of infection, which she 
had expressed so strongly, I thought she would be far too 
much afraid. I suspect now, however, that the true cause of 
her keeping so aloof was not fear, but wounded pride. As 
she could not take the upper hand and have everything her 
own way, she chose to give up entirely, only remaining in the 
neighbourhood to watch what was bemg done ; the dread of 
infection, I believe, was only an excuse. But the presence of 
Death brings truth to us all, and Mrs. Temple, I cannot but 
think, was in her heart too conscious of the unkindness which 
she had often been guilty of, not to wish to soothe her con- 
science by some last tokens of thought and affection for her 
aunt. She came almost before I thought the message could 
have reached her, and we went toeeUier into Mrs. Weir's 
room. I felt kindly towards her then for the first time in 
my life. How could I do otherwise when I saw the heavenly 
smile on Mrs. Weir's face, and heard her say, " I gave you 
a great deal of trouble, Matilda ; I should like you to say 
you forgive me ? " 

Mrs. Temple was no monster, and genuine tears of grief 
perhaps of repentance also, moistenea her eyes. ^'I may 
nave seemed hard to you, dear aunt," she said. *^ I did for 
the best." 
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^^ It was all qnite right ; quite right. I wonld not have 
one trial less. We are going the same road, Matilda. Maj 
our dear Savioor bring us both to a happy end." 

Mrs. Temple kissed her, and then asked if she would like 
her to pray, and the next minute I found myself joining in 
an extempore prayer, without any shrinkiDg or coldness. 
But Mrs. Temple's feeling was real ; the mode of its ex- 
pression might not suit my individual taste, but her prayer 
was sincere, the offering of a heart which, for the moment, 
was simple and in earnest, and when we stand with a fellow- 
creature on the banks of the dark stream which flows be- 
tween Time and Eternity, all differences are forgotten in 
the thought of the great change which *' cometh alike to 
all." 

When I rose up from my knees I felt as though I had 
never understood before the meaning of those words, *' And 
now abideth Faith, Hope, Charity; these three; but the 
greatest of these is Charity." 

The next day we received the Holy Communion together. 
Mrs. Weir kept up wonderfully well during the service. 
Mrs. Temple went home afterwards. Miss Milicent was 
very tired, and lay down in her bed, and I sat with Mrs. 
Weir. Still and peaceful, though so worn and wasted, her 
face had recovered somewhat of the expression which I re- 
membered when I first saw her at Dene ; and oh, how my 
thoughts travelled back to the days which I had spent there, 
whilst visions of its brightness and beauty came to me like 
the remembrance of a happier and a holier world amidst the 
din of the great city of earth's distractions. I think the 
same memories may have haunted Mrs. Weir also, for, after 
remaining a long time silent, she raised her eyes to mine, 
and, as they sparkled with momentary brilliancy, said, " You 
will go back to your home, Ursula ; you will sometimes be 
at Dene again. I love no place on earth but that. When 
you see it, you will remember me." 

" How could I help it, dear Ma'am ? " I said ; " I am sure 
being with you there was the first thing that seemed to set 
me forth on the right road." 

** Heaven is perfect," she continued, " but earth is lovely 
and pleasant. Do you remember how free the birds at Dene 



U E S U L A . 246 

were ; free and tame, and their songs so sweet in the wood 
under the hill ? They seemed to come from far away over 
the sea to tell me of other lands; but I shall hear voi- 
ces of angels soon; and; Ursula, they will sing to me of 
Heaven." 

The last sentence was scarcely audible. There had been 
a sudden spring of life for the instant, but it was flickering, 
and fading fast. I watched her anxiously as she leaned her 
head back on the pillow. Her countenance changed a little, 
yet it was not like deatL As I bent over her, listening to 
her breathing, I caught some indistinct words ; they told me 
where her thoughts were resting, — on the One great Aton- 
ing Love which alone could be her help. Miss Milicent 
soon afterwards came in. She was more startled than I 
was, for she saw a greater alteration. The contrast between 
the stem anguish that convulsed her face, and the peaceful, 
though wasted, beauty of her mother's, I shall never forget. 
I held Mrs. Weir's hand in mine. We stood by the bed- 
side, watching, for about twenty minutes. Then came the 
look which I knew too well 

" Ursula," I heard Mrs. Weir whisper, and she tried to 
turn her head, " is Milicent here ? " The large rough hand 
was laid in hers. Mrs. Weir's eyes followed me ; " both — 

blessings," she said. " God's love " the prayer was 

unfinished, the breathing became scarcely audible ; then it 
ceased, and Miss Milicent threw herself upon the bed with 
the bitter cry, " Oh ! mother, mother ! " 



CHAPTER LXXIV. 

I NEED not describe in detail what followed that hour of 
sorrow, — ^for sorrowful indeed it was, — ^most sad and deso- 
late. Yet I could not think of myself when I saw Miss Mili- 
cent's grief. She sank under it completely. All the energy 
of her nature was turned into repentance, and she exagger- 
ated her own neglects as much as she had hitherto excused 
them. Mrs. Temple came every day and took all arrange- 
ments upon herself. I think she imagined I should wish to 
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interfere, but my task was over ; and I had now but one de- 
sire, to be permitted to stay till I had seen the remains of 
my dear and most honoured friend laid in their last resting- 
place. It was my hand which assisted in laying her in her 
coffin, and strewed over her a few late flowers, and mine was 
the last loving eye which gazed upon her sweet face before it 
was shut out from our sight for ever. 

Dear lady ! whether we think it or not, we all by our 
lives preach a sermon, either of warning or example. Hers 
could never be forgotten. 

It was very hard for me to turn from the stillness of 
that death-chamber to plans for the business of life; still 
more hard to feel that the seas would soon roll between me 
and the last home of one of the best of friends. If Mrs. 
Weir had died at Stonecliff, I might have tended her grave 
myself; and the occupation would have brought back to me 
her holy counsels and her simple faith, and urged me for- 
ward on the path to Heaven. But it was not to be, and I 
could but pass beyond this temporary separation on earth, to 
the hope of an eternal reunion in a better world. 

During the few days that followed her mother's death, 
Miss Milicent had kept closely to her room, refusing to ad- 
mit any one. On the day of the funeral she appeared, look- 
ing very ill, but quite quiet and self-controlled. Captain 
Temple and she were the chief mourners. Mr. Weir dared 
not appear. I felt how much more worldly show than sin- 
cerity there is in such public demonstrations. Mrs. Weirds 
death was nothing to Captain Temple ; to me it was a life- 
long sorrow ; yet I was obliged to keep in the background, 
and to remember that no one, not even Miss Milicent, could 
understand the depths of my grief. When we returned 
home. Miss Milicent called me into her room, and seizing 
hold of me before I was aware what she was going to do, 
kissed me, and said, ^' Ursie, thank you ; " and then sitting 
down on her black trunk, gave way to a violent burst of 
grief. I let it have its course, and it ended as suddenly as 
it had begun. She dashed away her tears, and confronting 
me, said abruptly, *' Ursie, I am going to live with Matilda 
Templg." 

I was startled. I had thought of what her future would 
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be, and had supposed that of course she would join her 
£a,ther. . 

" Look," she continued, and she drew a letter from her 
pocket, and her lip quivered, " my father won't have me." 

She had expressed the fact broadly, but it was so in 
reality. As I had often suspected, Mr. Weir was encumbered 
by his daughter's presence. He took advantage of his pre- 
sent untoward circumstances to inform her of it. The letter 
was like himself, not uncourteous, not unkind, but utterly 
selfish, whilst putting his determination entirely upon the 
ground, of consideration for her. He said his movements 
were uncertain; he might be obliged to encounter many 
roughnesses which would not suit her; Mrs. Weir's death 
would place Miss Milicent in possession of a comfortable 
income, which he had no doubt she would be willing so 
to manage as that he himself should have enough to subsist 
upon, without becoming a burden to his friends. This was, 
perhaps, reversing the common order of things, which requured 
that the parent should support the child, but after the many 
misfortunes which he had met with in life, it was his only 
resource. He required very little, only sufficient to give him 
the ordinary comforts of life without care; — and then he 
named a sum which took away at least two-thirds of the 
small additional income which Miss Milicent would now 
inherit in addition to her own slender fortune. But she was 
too generous to think of this. If he had asked for it all, she 
would have given it cheerfully. What really distressed her 
was his wish to live alone. She was fond of him, and over- 
looked his many faults, and flattered herself that during the 
last year she had added materially to his happiness. To find 
that she had not only by her advice and encouragement 
assisted in bringing him into difficulties, but that me had 
failed to increase his comforts — ^and this was most clear from 
the tenor of his letter — ^was a most bitter blow. Poor thing ! 
I felt for her from the bottom of my heart, and the way in 
which she clung to me, as though I was the only person in the 
world who had the slightest affection for her, touched me in- 
expressibly. 

The plan of living with Mrs. Temple, most distasteful 
though it unquestionably was, seemed certainly the best that 
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could be arranged for the present. I think Miss Milioent 
found some satisfaction in the very fact of its being painful. 
She was in that unhappy self-reproachful state of mind, in 
which we naturally long to do penance, for our own comfort, 
without the slightest thought of being able to make repara- 
tion or atonement 

" I shall feel what my mother felt, XJrsie,'* she said. " I 
had rather; if it were to be scourged I should be glad. 
Write to me sometimes ; dont forget me ; I could not bear 
that. If Matilda Temple is unbearable I must let it out to 
you, only my mother did not do it ; she kept it all in and 
never complained. Oh ! Ursie, Ursie, why was not I bom a 
saint like her ? " 

" You may be one, you know, Miss Milicent," I said, " if 
you only go the same way to work, and you will have 
enough to exercise your patience and forbearance." 

" Enough ! yes, enough to try ten thousand saints ; but I 
will put up with it, Ursie. I mean to bear it, and one 
ought, you know, after making friends as we have lately. 
But she will worry me out of my life. She means to travel 
— I like travelling, I don't like anything else ; but I can't 
endure being worried." 

This travelling notion was, a new one, and I thought it 
sounded well. Miss Milicent explained that Mrs. Temple 
wished to remain on the continent for a year or two. It was 
a plan of economy. '^ And perhaps we may meet with my 
father somewhere ; perhaps he may join us — that would be a 
comfort, Ursie," said Miss Milicent, catching hold of the last 
vestige which remained of her former life. 

I did not throw doubt on her hopes, rather I encour- 
aged her to look at the plan in the most hopeful light. I 
knew she would have quite sufficient wretchedness to under- 
go when I was gone, and she had no one to whom to open 
her heart, to require all the support which a sanguine nature 
could give. But my mind was certainly relieved by the 
present plan, and I ventured to look further into futurity, 
and to suggest to Miss Milicent that if, after her return 
to England, she had a fancy to live by herself, she might take 
a cottage at Oompton, renew her duties in the parish, and 
allow me occasionally to see her, and talk over old times and 
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happier days. I think this prospect soothed her more than 
anything else. She shook my hand with both hers, and told 
me that she had always felt I had been sent to be a blessing 
to them, and she wished she had followed my advice before ; 
there was no person in all the world she depended upon so 
thoroughly. 

" I was not much comfort to any one in the old days, 
when you first knew me, Miss Milicent," I said. " Do you 
remember your lesson about the darned stocking ? I behaved 
worse than you knew then." 

" Ah ! Ursie, you went my way, you were wilful ; but you 
turned back soon. It was at Dene, I recollect ; those were 
pleasant days ; there is no place like Dene ! " 

" None," I repeated, earnestly. 

"So my mother thought," she continued ; " well I some 
day I may go back and see it — only it may be all changed." 

" We needn't look forward," I said ; " often places remain 
unchanged for very long." 

" Some do, some do ; I don't think Dene will. It will 
come to ruin, and be forgotten like us ; " she paused. 
" There I Ursie, that's for you ; " and pushing into my hand 
a beautiful mourning ring, containing some of her mother's 
hair. Miss Milicent opened the door, motioned me from the 
room, and the interview ended. Many persons would have 
thought her not only strange, but cold; others might have 
said she had no religious feeling, no earnestness ; but I knew 
her better. There was a sincerity of ptkrpose underneath all 
this roughness ; a struggle with her own self-will ; a humbling 
consciousness that she had done wrong; a willingness to 
accept whatever might be in store for her in the dispensation 
of God's Providence. It was as much as I expected. As Miss 
Milicent herself expressed it, she certainly was not born a 
saint, and it was hard to expect her to become one all at 
once. 

Mrs. Temple was civil to me all this time. I believe that 
which weighed with her in my favour more than any other 
circumstance, was the fact that Mrs. Weir had not put by 
any money for me, or left me any remembrance except a 
copy of Bishop Jeremy Taylor's sermons. Her fortune was 
entailed upon Miss Milicent, and with regard to any personal 
Vol. II— 11» 
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property, her will had been drawn up several years before, 
and latterly she had been far too nervous and ill to make any 
change in it. I don't remember that a thought of what 
might be left me had ever crossed my mind, but certainly I 
was very much relieved that things were as they were, when 
I found that one of Mrs. Temple's constant fears was, that I 
should in some way, I really don't know how, induce her 
aunt to favour me to the disadvantage of her relations. 

After Mrs. Weir's will was read, her manner visibly 
changed ; and I was not in a mood to bear malice, and was 
willing to accept the alteration, and be thankful for it. I 
was, however, only a useless burden to the family now, and in 
spite of Miss Milicent's entreaties that I would stay just for 
the few remaining days they were in Paris, I made my pre- 
parations for leaving without delay. Captain Temple pro- 
cured my passport; Mrs. Temple, though she made no 
apology for her accusations, paid me the money that was due, 
and said that she believed I had tried to do my duty ; Louise 
gave me innumerable instructions about the Custom House, 
and Miss Milicent accompanied me to the railway station. 

The French practice of not allowing any person to go 
upon the platform except those who intend to travel was a 
real trial to us both. We lingered together as long as we 
possibly could, saying very little, but each, I am sure, feeling 
that every moment was crowded with dear and hallowed 
remembrances ; till at last, looking at her watch, Miss Mill- 
cent drew me to the door which led to the waiting room, onoe 
more kissed me, muttered a hasty " Now, Ursie, go — God 
bless you : " — and we parted. 

As I placed myself in the railway carriage, I felt that 
Paris would from thenceforth be a dream ; that my real life 
lay at Sandcombe. 



CHAPTER LXXV. 



The journey was long and uncomfortable. It is surpria- 
bg to me now how I managed it as I did ; but I had received 
full instructions, and having no one to think of but myself, I 
was free from nervousness. That is a great help alway& I 
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sappose we scarcely know how heavy is the burden of respon- 
sibility for others, even when all seems to go well, until it is 
for a time removed. It was perfect rest, in spite of the 
bodily discomfort, to lie still in my berth, as we crossed from 
Havre to Southampton, feeling that I was not answerable for 
the well-being of any single individual on board the vessel ; 
not till I had again landed on English ground, and felt my- 
self drawing near home, did the cares of life begin again to 
press on me. In the interval I had gained strength for 
whatever was to come. Koger was to meet me in Hove. I 
had written to make the appointment, not at the station, but 
in the town, where he had business ; and as the omnibus, 
which took me from the railway station, stopped at the court- 
yard of the Bed Lion, I saw the Sandcombe chaise^ just 
ready to be brought out. A few moments afterwards, Roger 
himself appeared at some little distance down the street. I 
forgot all proprieties and ran forward to meet him. 

^^ Well ! my little Trot ! there are some things blessings in 
life," and Roger drew my arm within his, hurried me on, 
and as soon as we were safe within the shelter of the inn- 
yard, gave me such a greeting as I certainly had not received 
since I left England. 

I looked up at him then anxiously, but he did not seem in 
any way altered, his face had just the same honest brightness 
in it, and as I kept my eyes fixed upon him, and said, '^ I had 
been away such a long, long time," he laughed, and asked me 
if I thought his hair would have turned grey in three months. 
I don't ^ow what I thought, but it was certainly a relief to 
see him apparently so unchanged. I asked after Jessie ; he 
answered me rather shortly, but not as if he was troubled 
about her, " She was very tolerably well," he said ; " she had 
been doing a little too much lately ; but now that I was re- 
turned all would be right," and then he hurried me into the 
chaise, observing that we should be late home, and the nights 
were cold and dark. All the way to Sandcombe we ta&ed 
incessantly about everything and everybody. I said the 
most, but that was natural, there was so much to tell, and 
Roger kept on asking me all kinds of questions. I felt it 
woidd be unkind to trouble him with my grief for Mrs. Weir ; 
he would h^ffi sympathised with it, but it would have marred 
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the happiness of our meetbg; and besides, the feeling was 
becomlDg sacred, it could not be approached except at certain 
times, and under certain circumstances, so I dwelt principally 
upon things which I thought would amuse him. He had 
never been in France, and was interested in my descriptions 
of the people and the places I had visited, though in truth I 
had seen very little, and certainly not enough to enable me to 
form an opinion. '^ I won't tell you what I think about the 
country myself," I said in answer to his incjuiry, " for I don't 
seem to know it. Some things there are in it which I like 
very much, and others very little, and I suppose that is the 
case with most other countries that are different from one's 
own. Louise has an English friend, a lady's maid, who de- 
clares that it is * inside out, and upside down, and all wrong ; ' 
but that is because she was scandalised at the way they 
spend their Sundays." 

Roger laughed. "Well!" he said, "I don't think 
France would suit me in that way, and, by the by, Ursie, 
you remind me that we are getting out of some of our good 
ways at Sandcombe. Jessie has been too tired, since you 
have been away, to hear Esther Smithson read, and I have 
a fear that she is not quite so steady as she was." 

" She might be made to read to herself, if Jessie is not 
able to hear her, " I said, " but it takes only a short time." 

" Yes," and he became thoughtful " Two pair of hands 
are better than one, Ursie. They will feel that at Longside 
when Mary is gone." 

"When is she to be married?" I asked. "She has 
treated me shamefully, and not written to me once." 

" A letter is a trouble to her, I suppose, as it is to me. 
I believe the wedding is to come off early in April. Some- 
how, Trot, I can't help thinking that John Hervey and she 
have made rather a mess of it. John has altered since this 
affair has been settled. He came back from France with 
all his spirits gone, and looking quite ill." 

" Indeed I " I answered ; I did not trust myself to say 
more, though I was terribly conscience-striken. 

" John says so little about himself at any time," said 
Eoger, " it is not easy to get at what he thinks, in spite of 
his open ways. It strikes me sometimes, Trot, that there is 
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nothing more deceiving in this world than that sort of man- 
ner which makes you think you know persons thoroughly at 
fir^t sight." 

Eoger spoke as if he was a little aggrieved, and I taxed 
him with it. 

" No I " he said, " I have nothing to find fault with, ex- 
cept perhaps, that John does not come over to Sandcombe as 
he used to do, and is always busy. Change must come, I sup- 
pose, in all ways," and he sighed. " I remember the time 
when John Hervey wouldn't have kept back a thought from 
me." 

" Perhaps he finds that you keep back some from him," 
I said. " A married man is different from a single one, 
Roger. ' 

He became quite silent, and continued so for a long time. 
I though it a bsid sign, and fell into a train of thought in 
consequence. When we spoke again, it was only to com- 
plain of the roughness of the lane leading off the down, for 
we were fast drawing near to Sandcombe. 

" Is that Jessie ? " I exclaimed, as I saw in the dusk a 
figure standing in the entrance passage. 

Not Jessie, — it was Esther Smithson. Jessie was wait- 
ing for me in the parlour. I hurried in ; Eoger followed 
me closely. 

" I have brought her home, you see," he said. " She was 
punctual po her time to a minute." 

" Not like me," said Jessie, approaching to assist me in 
unfastening my cloak. Her tone was a little sharp. 

" I don't know that I said so." was Eoger's quick reply. 
"Sit down by the fire. Trot, and warm yourself. Jessie, 
what have you got for her for tea ? She must be starving, 
for we had not time to have anything in Hove." 

" There is some cold meat, I believe," said Jessie. 

It ought to be hot," replied Roger. " Isn't there some 
broth in the house? You would like a basin of broth, 
Ursie?" 

" Yes; I really think I should very much," I said. " I 
have learnt to like potage, as the French call it, from never 
having had a dinner without it for the last two months." 

" We are not up to French soups, I am afraid," said 
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Jessie, slowly moving to the door. ^' I don't know whether 
there is any broth ; but I will go and see." 

" I'll go," said Roger, hurrying after. " You sit still, 
Jessie, and hear all that Ursie has to tell. And where is 
William ? He will be wishing to see her." 

" William was here just now," said Jessie. " But, Ursie, 
dear, had not you better go up-stairs and take off your things, 
and make yourself comfortable, and then come down and 
talk afterwards ? " It wast the wisest plan certainly, and I 
followed the suggesstion, Jessie lingered over the fire, and 
Eoger called out, '^ I will take her boxes up-stairs. Just 
see, Jessie, that tea is got ready, will you ? " And seizing 
the smallest box, he carried it up before me, and uncorded it. 

** Jessie isn't strong," he said, in a tone of apology, " and 
we are obliged to be careful of her. She will be quite a 
different person now you are come back, Ursie." 

" I can scarcely judge how she looks," I said, '' having 
only seen her by firerSght You are not anxious about 
her ? " 

*^ No ; not exactly." And there was the same sudden 
silence as before, when Jessie's name was mentioned. Yet 
Boger did not seem at all inclined to leave me. His way 
of lingering made me think of Jessie's arrival after her mar- 
riage, and I don't know what kind of feeling came over me, 
as he sat down on my trunk, looking at me whilst I took off 
my bonnet, and not offering to go till I said to him, laughing- 
ly, that I should think he had been to France himself, and 
learnt to make a parlour of a bed-room. It was scarcely 
pleasure, though yet it was very pleasant, to find him so glad 
to have me at home again. It was more a sense of unfitness, 
as if I was receiving an affection which was not my due. 

The tea-table was certainly the most comfortable sight I 
had seen since I went away ; and William's welcome was 
nearly as hearty as Roger's. " Home is home, be it never 
so homely," says the proverb ; and my heart bounded with 
thankfulness, as I thought of the many blessings to which I 
had been permitted to return. By candle-light I was able to 
examine more closely the countenances in which I was so 
deeply interested. William was looking remarkably well ; 
but his eyes, he told me, were as bad as ever. He was be- 
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ginning to employ himself in knitting ; there were so many 
hours when he was forced to be within doors, and Jessie was 
not able to read aloud much. Eoger — I was not satisfied 
about him. The happy look which nad cheered me when we 
first met was gone now. He had his old grave face, — ^the 
face belonging to the latter days of our life at Dene, when he 
was projecting his expedition to Canada. I could gather but 
little from it, however. Koger's uniform sobriety of man- 
ner was as repelling to curiosity as other persons' perpetual 
brightness. Jessie I not only looked at, but watched most 
carefully. She was a greater problem than Eoger. She 
looked thin, and ill, and restless, and unhappy; but the 
unhappiness I knew was not necessarily mental ; for when- 
ever her finger ached she was miserable. It was her man- 
ner to Roger, and his to her, which I felt I must study, 
if I wished to discover how things really stood between 
them; and here, again, there was much to perplex me. 
Roger was very attentive, extremely thoughtful about her; 
not one could have been more so ; but it was a thought- 
fulness which rather distressed me; it seemed as though 
there was too much duty in it. And Jessie was grateful, 
but absent in manner, and a little inclined to take offence, 
as she seemed to expect him to find fault with her. 

They were the merest trifles which gave me these impres- 
sions ; no one but myself probably would have noticed them ; 
and we had a pleasant cheerful evening, and stayed up talk- 
ing much later than usual ; and when at last I went to my 
room, I was too tired to be kept awake even by anxiety. 



CHAPTER LXXVI. 

I HAD made up my mind that I would have an explana- 
tion with Jessie, directly I found myself at home. Three 
weeks went by, Christmas came and passed, and the New 
Year opened upon us, and still there was a mysterious silence 
between us. I hope it was not my fault ; I can scarcely 
accuse myself, strictly speaking, of want of moral courage ; 
but Jessie had the most singular and ingenious way of avoid- 
ing the dreaded subject ; and twice, wnen we drew so near 



256 UBSULA. 

that my next question would certainly have been an entreaty 
that she would open her mind to me, she became so painfully 
agitated, that I actually dreaded to make the experiment 
again. And all this time there was nothing exactly to re- 
mark upon in her way of going on, but only a half-hidden 
and unceasing restlessness, which made every occupation a 
burden and every conversation wearisome, and which often 
compelled Roger to turn to me for the assistance and sym- 
pathy which it seemed in vain to expect from her. 

It was the beginning of January, a Saturday; Koger 
was gone to Hove, and we did not expect him home till late. 
We had our tea, and prepared a little hot supper for him, 
for he was likely to come in cold and hungry. There had 
been somewhat of a press in the money-market for some 
weeks ; every one was feeling it, and Eoger, with all his 
prudence,, could not hope to escape better than his neighbours. 
The farmers generally were grumbling, but Roger never 
grumbled, he only looked a little thoughtful, and begged 
me to keep an eye upon the house expenses. We were all 
listening particularly for Roger, on account of this imeasiness 
in our minds, though any misgiving wc had was more for 
others than ourselves ; and all at the same moment caught 
the sound of his horse's hoofs coming down the lane. I 
rather made way for Jessie, thinking she would hurry out to 
meet him ; but finding she did not, 1 went out myself. 

*' Well ! what news ? " I said, as I helped him off with 
his great coat. 

'^ Not so good as it might be, but nothing to affect us. I 
am later home than you expected, I suppose.'' 

I was always painfully quick in understanding Roger's 
tone. He did not wish to dwell upon the subject, and I left 
it to William to ask disagreeable questions. Jessie and I 
laid out the supper, and gave him some hot beer, for he was 
bitterly cold, and stood in front of the fire saying nothing, 
very much as though his words were frozen also. 

" Eat your supper," said William, good naturedly ; " and 
then tell us your news. We are all willing to wait." 

" I have no money news that concerns us," answered 
Roger. " Every one is complaining and talking, and saying 
a great deal which had better not be said. Jessie, my dear, 
if you are tired, you had much better go to bedv" 
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" But I should like to wait and hear what you hare to 
tell," said Jessie. 

" Nothing, my dear, nothing," said Roger ; '* except that 
there has been a run upon a London bank, which you won't 
understand anything about." 

" I know that people are very often ruined by such things," 
said Jessie." 

" We are not ruined, my dear, nor any of our friends ; so 
you need not distress yourself about it ; but go," and he 
lighted a candle for her. 

I think she felt as though she was treated like a child, 
and I felt the same, and was a little inclined to blame Roger 
for carrying on the old system of making her a plaything. 
But no one would have thought this night that there was any 
idea of play in his mind ; and as soon as Jessie was out of 
the room both William and I exclaimed, " There is some- 
thing, Roger ; for pity's sake let us have it out." 

" If the world could have its tongue stopped ! " he said, 
quietly helping himself to a mutton-chop, very much as though 
he had no appetite for it. ^' That scamp, Mr. Macdonald, 
and John Hervey have had a quarrel." 

" A quarrel," I exclaimed — " what about ? " — ^and my 
heart beat very fast as a host of absurd fears and fancies 
crowded into my mind. 

** It is almost more than I can tell, — ^what about " — ^re- 
plied Roger. " I didn't hear the beginning. They were in 
the coffee-room at the Red Lion, — ^your name was brought 
in, Ursie." 

I started from my seat. '^ Mine ! my name brought in 
by Mr. Macdonald ! " 

" Don't be frightened, Trot," said Ro^er, speaking with 
forced quietness, '* the man's a rogue, and every one knows 
it, and the utmost he could say against you was that you had 
kept poor Mrs. Weir from falling into his clutches ; and for 
this I thought John Hervey would have knocked him down." 
" He needn't have troubled himself to do that," I said ; 
' Mr. Macdonald is beneath the notice of any right-minded 
person. 

" Quite," said Roger ; " but he was so insolent, and half 
tipsy, and there was no Jmowing how to deal with him." 
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Roger's manner was strange stilL I did not feel as 
though he had told us alL 

" I wish it hadn't happened on Saturday, and at the Bed 
Lion," said William ; " reports get about so oddly. But tell 
us all about it. I don't understand." 

" I shall only yez, Trot," said Eoger, kindly; '^ and the 
thing is past npw." 

" I would rather hear," was my reply ; " I may have to 
defend my own cause, so I may as well know what accusa- 
tions are brought aeainst me." 

Still Eoger hesitate. '^ I think I had better leave it to 
John Hervey," he said ; " I begged him to come over on 
Monday and explain, and he promised he would. He took 
your part gallantly, Trot" 

" He would be sure to do that," said William. " If it 
wasn't that we have all been thinking him in love with Mary 
Kemp up to within the last month or two, I should have 
said that he had a considerable fancy for Ursie." 

This was more than I could endure, and the idea of a 
long private explanation with John Hervey upon matters so 
nearly concerning myself, actually made me tremble. 

'* I don't choose to wait till Monday," I said ; *' I wish to 
hear all there is to tell to-night I shall not sleep the worse 
for it, Bo^er, for I have nothing on my conscience." 

^^ Nothing," he said, patting my shoulder affectionately, 
^' I'll answer for that, and so will any one who has known lAy 
little Trot as long as I have. But at the best you will only 
get a rigmarole story from me, Ursie. I went into the 
coffee-room, and found John Hervey and Mr. Macdonald at 
high words. As far as I could gather, the conversation ha!d 
beffun about banks and speculations, and Macdonald boa^M, 
so I was told, of some of his, not rightly knowing, as you 
may believe, what he said ; and John Hervey took him to 
task, being aware that they were not much better than frauds. 
I told him afterwards that he would have done better to let 
the man alone ; but he said, he felt it right to speak out, be- 
cause of some present who were listenmg, and might have 
gone away with a false impression. WeU 1 Macdonald got 
angry, and was impertinent, and accused John in return. I 
heard that myself He was not enough in his senses to make 
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what he said quite plain, but the upshot of it was that jou, 
Ursie, and John Heryey had been in league to defraud poor 
Mrs. Weir, and had actually got a large aUih of money from 
her." ■^* 

I laughed ; the idea was too absurd to Iftiake me an^ry. 
" It wouldn't signify if there had been no one by |o hear,"^^ . 
said William ; " but I suppose the room v^ ftilL" • if^i 

" There were two or Uiree men there, most of them Mat !^"' 
donald's friends, and they backed him up." 

" And what did you do ? " I said ; " you couldn't stand 
by quietly and hear such atrocious ficdsehoods uttered about 
your sister ? " 

" You had a champion in John who needed no support," 
said Eoger ; " but you needn't fear, Trot, but that I gave aJI 
the help in words I could — ^till" — ^he hesitated — 

" Till what ? " I asked. " Speak out, Koger, I am able 
to stand up against anything Mr. Macdonald may say." 

" Till " — and Koger's voice grew quite hoarse and hollow 
— ^' till he declared that my wife had told him everything, and 
that he could produce letters from her in proof; and then I 
gave him the lie direct, and turned him out of the room." 
I was quite silent. William exclaimed, '^ Bravo 1 " 
Eoger rose from the table, took out a memorandum book, 
and began to make some notes in it There was an awkward 
silence, and I asked if he had finished his supper. 
" Yes, quite." 

I cleared the table, and the servants were called in to 
prayers." 

Roger read as oalmlv as usual ; there was no indication in 
his voice of any trouble in his mind, but when I looked at 
his, face as we rose from our knees, I felt I dared not ask him 
any more questions, and I bade him good night. My kiss 
must have told him what I could not express in words. 

I heard him come up-stairs, very soon after me. I was 
not surprised at that, for William was not likely to perceive 
that certain subjects could not be approached, and Eoger 
would be thankful to escape from him. Jessie's room joined 
mine ; I often wished that it did not, for I could not help 
sometimes hearing the tone in which she and Eoger con- 
versed, though no words were intelligible. I tried not to 
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listen iMs evening, but the very effort seemed only to increase 
my natural quickness of hearing. First came a few light ob- 
servations, then something like an anxious inquiry from 
Jessie, and grave words in answer. Questions and replies 
followed quickly, and at last a longer speech from Roger, in 
a voice which struck me as though he were trying to keep 
his feelings upder control. A quick, faint answer from 
Jessie succeeded^ and a burst of hysterics. 

The next minute Roger knocked at the door of my 
chamber. " Ursie ! Trot ! can you let me in ? " and I ad- 
mitted him. He looked very much distressed and frightened. 
" Have you any sal volatile ? Can you go to Jessie ? 
Poor little darling ! I ought to have prepared her better, but 
she would know. That good-for-nothing wretch ! but I won't 
think of him. Go to her, Ursie ; you can manage her." 
He followed me into Jessie's room ; I forced her to take the 
medicine, and spoke to her rather decidedly upon the neces- 
sity of controlling herself, and for a moment she was calm. 
But when Roger addressed her in his gentle, tender way, the 
excitement returned again. *' Just leave her to me," I said, 
at last, " we shall do nothing while you are here. Go down- 
stairs, and when she is better again, I will call you ; " and 
after some hesitation, and many words of fondness, he con- 
sented, and Jessie and I were left alone. 

As I had expected, she recovered herself then, at least, to 
a certain degree, but this was no common attack of hysterics. 
I could insist upon her being quiet, and she was so, but when 
she sat quite still, the expression of hei;^face showed the most 
intense mental suffering. After seeing her comfortably in bed I 
was going to tell Roger that she was better, when she grasped 
my hand, and said in a ikint voice, " Ursie, you know." 

" Yes," I said gravely, " indeed I know ; but it may be 
better not to talk to-night." 

" Stay, stay," she exclaimed, fancying I was going to 
leave her. " I hav^told him. Ursie, he knows that the 
only letter that could have been meant was to Mrs. Price." 

" Was it, really ? " It might have been hard in me, but 
there was doubt in my tone. Yet she was not indignant. 

** Yes, indeed, indeed; oh I Ursie, I am very miserable." 

" Why ? " I asked ; and still there was a lingering sua- 
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picion in my mind. "Is Koger so angry at your having 
written foolishly to Mrs. Price ? " 

" Oh ! no, no ; he has forgiven ; he does not think — 
Ursie, it really was to Mrs. Price." 

" You have told me so before, dear Jessie," I replied. 
" I confess I am relieved, for Mrs. Temple herself showed me 
when I was in Paris a portion of the letter which I suppose 
was alluded to, and certainly gave me to understand, though 
I did not believe her then, that it had been written by you to 
Mr. Macdonald." 

" It was a letter I wrote to Mrs. Price once when she 
was in London," said Jessie. " It was very foolish of me to 
say what I did, but she was always asking about you ; and I 
did not mean any harm, Ursie, indeed I didn't." 

" It was foolish," I said, " but not, of course, the same 
as it would have been if you had written about our private 
affairs to Mr. Macdonald. Jessie, dear, if you have told all, 
go to sleep now, and to-morrow talk the matter over quietly 
with Eoger. Don't be afraid." 

" Wouldn't you be afraid ? " she said. " Wouldn't you 
really care ? " 

" Not if it was merely a thoughtless letter to Mrs. Price." 

" But if — Ursie, I did not speak at once, when Koger 
asked me to assure him that it was all false, — and his look — 
oh ! it was so terrible." 

"Terrible, without cause then," I said. "Jessie, you 
wrong Roger by being so afraid of him." 

" You would be afraid if you were like me ; but you are 
his sister, not his wife." 

" And, as a wife's love is greater than a sister's," I said, 
" 80 should her confidence be greater also. Jessie, dear, you 
have had something upon your mind for months, — ^you have 
acknowledged this to me ; I don't ask what it is, but I 
entreat you to take advantage of the present opening, and 
confess everything to Roger." 

She turned her face away from me, and I heard her 
murmur, " I could have told you." 

" Then let me hear," I said ; " but remember, Jessie, that 
Roger must know at last, and who is to tell him so well as 
yourself?" • 
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" I didn't mean — ^I didn't think about it Oh ! Ursie, 
they have used me cruelly." 

" I suppose you mean Mrs. Price and Mr. Macdonald," 
I said. " I could not be surprised at anything they did." 

" So unkind ! " persisted Jessie, " to»tum my words against 
me, and bring you into difficulty ; I never thought they would 
have done so." 

She was wandering from the important point, and I re- 
called her. <^ Don't trouble yourself about anything that 
concerns me, dear Jessie," I replied. " Nothing which Mr. 
Macdonald can say will a£fect me, for my conscience is free, 
at least on all points in which he can have any concern." 

" Free ! " murmured Jessie. "Oh ! how happy." 

"And you may be happy too, dearest Jessie," I said, " if—" 

She interrupted me. 

" Happy ! Oh I never, never. Ursie, yon don't know. 
He can't forgive." 

" He can and will forgive everything," I replied. " He must 
do so," I added, rather weakening my own words, for I felt as 
though there might be some things, — deceit amongst tbem, — 
which it would be almost impossible for a husband to forgive, 
at least, in such a sense as to feel the same trust as before. 

She took up the expression. 

" He must I but if he shouldn't, Ursie, it would break my 
heart." 

Just then Eoger knocked at the door rather impatiently. 
Jessie trembled all over. 

" Take courage," I whispered ; " pray that you may be 
helped. Dearest Jessie, it can but be worse by delay." 

" I can't, Ursie ; stay with me : don't leave me." 

Another knock. I forcibly withdrew my hand, kissed 
her tenderly, and, with a prayer that Ood would aid her, 
turned away. 

The voices in the room adjoining mine were again heard ; 
the tone of the conversation was lower than«before ; at times 
it seemed to cease and to begin again. I could gaixi nothing 
from it I lingered and waited, — cold, and tired, aiid un^ftsy, 
expecting I scarcely knew what, and at last went-%o bed. 
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CHAPTER LXXVIL 



I DBEADBD the next morning more than I can tell. All 
the time I was dressing I was trying to guess what trouble 
might be in store for me, but Boger's face, when me met at 
breakfast, was a cordial to my heart. He was always very 
happy on a Sunday. He had a knack, which I could never 
attain, of putting aside anything which troubled him, and 
never allowed himself to be distressed with earthly cares on 
the one day of heavenly rest ; and to my great astonish- 
ment, his cheerfulness on this morning was particularly 
marked, and his first words were : 

'^ Jessie has slept well ; she is rather tired though, and 
not going to get up to breakfast ; " and then he added, '^ she 
is a forgiving little woman, she won't let me give that fel- 
low, Macdonald, the dressing he deserves. But I must 
make him eat his own words, for her sake, though really no 
one, except his worthless companions, would believe any- 
thing he said." 

'* I suppose I may go to her after breakfast," I 
observed, 

" Yes, if she is awake ; but I promised not to let her be 
disturbed, as she was still drowsy. She won't be able to go 
to church to-day, and I think I shall stay and read to her 
now, and go myself in the afternoon." 

I can't say how strange it was to me that he could take 
what had happened thus quietly. I fancied him so sensi- 
tive that the least imputation on his wife would have driven 
him nearly wild. It was evident that something had occur- 
red to make such thoughts secondary. He insisted upon 
carrying up Jessie's breakfast himself, and stayed with her 
for some time. When he came down he said she complained 
of a little headache, and he thought it was better perhaps to 
let her be quiet, and for me not to go to her. WiUiam went 
out before churct,^ and I had several things to attend to. 
Boger took up a book in the parlour, but I soon saw him 
saunter into the garden, and pace up and down the middle 
walk in the sunshine. When I was ready for church I 
joined him there. 
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" It is a blessed day, is it not, Trot ? " he said, putting 
his hand fondly on my shoulder. *' Doesn't it often strike 
you how quiet eyerything is on a Sunday in the country, as 
if the very birds and insects knew that it was a time of 
peace ? " 

We stood still and listened. Yery far off there was a 
soft, soothing murmur, the plash of the waves as they 
reached the £ore, but no other sound broke the stillness. 

<* I could not bear to be without that one sound," he 
said *^ It is like the breathing of a human being, a sign 
of life which can scarcely be called sound. And it does not 
disturb one. God is very gracious," he added, looking up 
reverently to the sky, ^^ to give one hours like these after 
days of storm. Yesterday was a tempest to me, Trot, but 
it is all passed now, as though it had never been." 

'^ Except," I said, '^ that you must have an explanation 
with Mr. Macdonald." 

^^ Yes, I know ; but don't talk about him. I shall soon 
make him retract. And, Ursie, he can't trouble me, — no- 
thing can, whilst my darling " He stopped. 

" Go on," I said, and I laughed, kindly. " Don't be 
ashamed to show that you are as weak as other men." 

" Well, I suppose it is weakness," he said, like myself, 
laughing a little. ^^ But life would be worth little witlioui 
it And Ursie, when people are first married, there is a 
good deal to learn." 

'^ They are making discoveries in unknown lands," I re- 
plied; " at least, so John Hervey says." 

'^ Does he ? Well, he is right I hope before long he 
may have the opportunity of travelling on his own accoont 
At least, if he is sure of coming to the same result as 
myself." 

'< Dearest Boger," I said, ^' no one can be so thankful as 
I am that you are happy." 

He was silent at first, but after a few moments of con- 
sideration, said, ^' You must not misunderstand me, Ursie. 
Neither John Hervey nor any one else can expect to find 
perfection,— -only love," he added, and his tone sank as 
though he shrank from saying so much even to me. 

" Jessie does love you devotedly," I said ; " no one can 
doubt that." 
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" No one, no one," he said, hastily. " But, Ursie, you 
women are problems, and often make us unjust." 

" Because we are inconsistent," I said. 

" You show the worst part of yourselves in everyday 
life. There seems to be a mist of petty weaknesses over 
you, and then comes disappointment in consequence, till a 
storm arises,— -then you shine out like the sun." 

" I dare say you are right," I said. " And so one ought 
to be thankful for the storm ? " 

*' Most thankful I " he replied. " I could say it to no 
one but you, Ursie ; I never knew how Jessie loved me till 
last night." 

I don't think I was ever more perplexed in my life as to 
what I should answer. The whole conversation was so en- 
tirely different from an3rthing I had anticipated. My si- 
lence appeared like want of sympathy, but I could not 
speak. William's appearance at the ^ther end of the 
walk was an immense relief, and, hastening towards him, I 
made him take my arm. Whether Roger noticed anything 
uncomfortable in my manner, I can't say. I believe he 
was too much at peace that morning with God, the world, 
and himself, to be disturbed by anyone. Even Mr. Mao- 
donald was put aside for a future day of reckoning. 

William and I went to church together. I told . Soger 
that possibly I mi^ht not return till after the afternoon ser- 
vice, for Mrs. Eichardson had made a proposal to me to take 
a class at the afternoon Sunday school, and I was anxious if 
possible to oblige her. With Jessie to share my duties at 
home, I thought it mi^ht be managed. In case I did this, 
Mrs. Richardson had kmdly said she would give me lunch- 
eon at the parsonage. It was not certain max 1 should be 
wanted till the next Sunday, but it was as well to be pre- 
pared. All the way to church I was obliged to talk to 
William, and he would bring forward the disagreeable sub- 
ject of Mr. Macdonald. Roger, he said, bore the matter too 
quietly ; the man was a rascal, and deserved to be prose- 
cuted for a libel. <^ Roger takes to heart what was said 
about Jessie much more than what concerns you though, 
Ursie," added William, " and that aggravates me, I confess; 
for, after all, Jessie might have been a little foolish and gos- 
Vol. II.— 12 
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npisg, but nothing worse could be brought againgt her. It 
was not like accusing you of fraud." 

" That notion is so simply absurd," I said, " that I really 
don't trouble myself about it." 

'^ I can't help wishing that John Hervey had not made 
such a disturbance," prsisted William. ''It spreads the 
thing ; I always thought him rather hot-headed. The only 
excuse is, as I said last night, Ursie, that he certainlj has a 
half-liking for you; why shouldn't you make up to eaeh 
other ? " he added ; turning round upon me sharply. 

I replied, ''Merely, I suppose, because it does not 
suit us." / 

" Not suit you ! But why shouldn't it ? He has a oom- 
fortable income of his own, and is getting on in his bnsinesB. 
And if there come some little Rogers and Jessies, Sandoombe 
won't be large enough to hold us alL" 

Very like Williun that was ! Putting things just in the 
way most likely to fret me ; and yet not imagining himself, — 
or indeed, meaning to be, otherwise than very good-natured. 
I took the first opportunity of changing the conversation, and 
soon afterwards we reached the church. There are times 
when past days come back to one, seemindy without cause; 
and the sight of the school children under the gallery brought 
to me the recollection of Miss Milicent, and the first time I 
saw her in Compton Church, dressed in the cloth jacket and 
red handkerchief, and trying to awe us all into order. I fislt 
that I should very much like to see her again, for my heaart 
clung tenderly to the days associated with the remembrance 
of her \ and the loss of Mrs. Weir left still a blank at my 
heart, which nothing could fill. Country churches remain 
for years unaltered, and Compton Church was precisely the 
same now as it was in those old days, except that a new gen- 
eration of little figures might be seen on the wooden bendiee. 
I was glad to think that I should have to teach them ; it gave 
me a fresh interest, and when Mr& Eichardson came up to me 
after the service, and said she should be much obli^d if I 
could stay, I was very willing to accede. William, 1 knew, 
would find his way home with the farm people { but just as 
he was setting forth, I saw John Hervey join him, and they 
entered into conversation. I was turning away to follow 
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Mrs. Richardson, and feeling thankful to have an excuse for 
escaping from John, when William called to me. "Ursie, 
where are you marching to ? Have you no thanks to give 
your champion ? " 

John's colour came up into his face, in a manner which 
was perfectly distressing. Indeed, I am not sure, whether 
to see a man blush is not worse than to see him shed tears. 
He put out his hand, drew it back, and stammered, and at 
last burst into a fit of laughter — ^really, I believe, because 
he did not know what else to do ; for certain I am there was 
no mirth in his merriment. 

I was very conscious, — ^which is a most uncomfortable 
feeling at all times — and in my wish to be quite at ease, I 
said something which I am very nearly sure was nonsense. 
At any rate it made William interpose with : — ^** Well I if 
you two are not the strang^t beings, one would think you 
had never met before. Ursie, surely you can say, ' Thank 
you,' to a man who took your part as John Hervey did last 
night." 

" I don't think Mr. Hervey needs words," I said ; " he 
must know how grateful I am ; only it is not a very pleasant 
subject to enter upon." 

'< Indeed it is not ! " exclaimed John. '^ I wouldn't have 
a word said, except — I am afraid, Ursie, I must ask to have 
a few minutes' conversation with yoiL" 

" We will wait till to-morrow," I said ; feeling myself at 
the same time to be the most cold, ungrateful creature 
living. 

There was a tone of moumfrd bitterness in John's voice, 
as he said, '^ I am quite aware that I am urnng you against 
your will, but to-morrow it will be too late.'' 

" I must leave you to settle matters your own w^," said 
William, '^ or I sliall not be in time for dinner. Ursie, I 
shall send Eoger to church in the afternoon, and he can 
walk home with you." 

I was left standing in the road with John Hervey, the 
villagers, watching us. Six monUis ago I should no more 
have cared for tms than I should for being seen holding a 
conversation with William or Roger ; but now it made me 
uncomfortable, and in order to escape it, I said, '' We cannot 
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stay here. Perhaps yon would not mind coming down to 
the Parsonage with me. Mrs. Eiohardson would let us hare 
our conversation there, I am sure." 

'< Just as you wish," he said quietly, and we walked on 
together. 

Mrs. Richardson was a very simple-minded person, who 
never suspected any one of a double meaning, and when I 
went to her and told her that Mr. Hervey and I had a few 
words to say to each other, and that I did not like standiiw 
ahout in the road, she offered us at once to go into the school- 
room, whilst her children were having their dinner in ihe 
dining-room. " And something shall be kept hot for you, 
Ursula," she added kindly, '' mot^h don't be long, or you 
will have no time to eat it." So John Hervey and I were 
once more doomed to a private interview, though happily we 
had a definite subject to talk about, which I felt to be a safb- 
guard as long as we could keep to facts. 

John began the conversation with another excuse for bar- 
ing forced it upon me, but I cut him short. 

*' There is no occasion to say anything of that kind," I 
observed ; " you have been very good to me, Mr. Hervey, in 
taking up my cause, and I am only sorry that you should 
have been called upon to do it. But to say that I care 
much for what a man like Mr. Macdonald may choose to as- 
sert when he is tipsy, would be untrue, and I should be ^lad 
to be certain that you felt as indifferent about it as I do. ' 

^' It is not for you to care, Ursie, nor for me," he replied. 
'^ If one troubled oneself about false reports, life might be 
miserable. I thoroughly frightened Macdonald last night, 
and I have good reason to believe that he will never venture 
to repeat his falsehoods. If he does, I have the means of 
punishing him in my own hands. But he said something 
about your sister-in-law which unfortunately is true. She 
did write to him when you were away. It was from her that 
he learnt what your movements were likely to be, and by 
that means they were communicated to M. Dalange." 

« Begging your pardon," I said, ^^ I think you are under 
a mistake. Jessie wrote one note to Mrs. Price, part of 
which I saw. It was sent, I believe, to Mrs. Temple, by 
whom I don't Imow, with the long letter from Mr. Maodon- 



UBSULA. 269 

aid, wluch you yourself read in Paris. There was a Hiouglit- 
less observation in it about my influence with Mrs. Weir, and 
Jessie is very sorry she made it, but as for anything more of 
consequence having transpired through it, I am all but cer« 
tain that it is impossible." 

" I wish I could believe it," said John earnestly. " I 
wish to my heart I could believe it. But Macdonald, as you 
know, talks about it, and it is unquestionable that everything 
you and I planned was told immediately to Macdonald, and 
through him to his French friend, who came to Paris ex- 
pressly, because he knew that I was daily expected, and was 
afraid that I might be working against him. Mrs. Temple 
also, as you are aware, was sent uiere in the same way. It 
is a pity that you were not more cautious in what you 
wrote." 

" It is a pity," I replied, " yet what I said was very lit- 
tle; nothing indeed tibat I can remember, except that we 
meant to leave certain places on certain days, and that Miss 
Milicent was going to consult you about some of her affairs. 
And I wrote quite privately to Boger, thinking, of course, 
that nothing which was mentioned would go beyond our own 
circle. It never entered my head to say, ^ Don't show it to 



" It did go beyond your own circle," said John, " but 
that is not your fault, Ursie. Only indeed I am very sorry 
about your sister-in-law." 

'^ !But it is not true," I said ; '' forgive me for speaking 
hastily, Mr. Hervey, but I can't help it. It is all an exas- 
seration." Then recollecting the short conversation whi^ 
had passed between myself and M. Dalange at Andely, I 
added, '^ M. Dalange once mentioned Jessie to me, and im- 
plied she had been staying at Dene, and that was entirely 
untrue. He thought, too, that I was a great friend of Mrs. 
Price, which was another complete mistake. You see one 
cannot d^nd upon any of them." 

" M. Dalange," replied John, " only wished to find out 
whether Macdonald was playing him true or false as to the 
persons from whom he professed to ^et his information. With 
regard to the note you mention, I can tell you how Mrs. 
Temple got it. It was through the people who took Stone- 
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oliff. Mrs. Price pressed an aoquaintanoe with them, aa I 
understand, and thej, coming into a new neighbourhood, and 
not knowing anything about the residents, let her make up 
to them ; and so, by degrees, as they erow more intimate, I 
suppose, they talked about Mrs. Temple, and Mrs. Weir, and 
all the family, and Mrs. Price put them up to her notion of 
what was gomg on, and through them alarmed Mrs. Temple, 
who, I believe, is a distant relation. The object of it all, of 
course, was to have you recalled." 

" I suppose it must have been so," I said ; " but what mo- 
tive could Mrs. Price have had to interfere at all in the 
matter?" 

^' First of all, she hates you as much as she hates any one 
on the face of the earth," said John. '^ You have kept aloof 
from her, and made other people do the same ; and she has 
never forgiven Jessie's marrying into your family ; and if 
she could do you an injury and make Roger and Jessie mis- 
erable, she would be only too glad. But besides this, I pretty 
well Ibiow that her husband was in a certain degree mixed 
up with Macdonald's speculation, and it was a matter of im- 
portance to her, therefore, to get hold of Miss Milicent's 
money, which as long as you were there to watch, could not 
be done. But all this, Ursie, is comparatively nothing ; I 
must again go back to the fact of the accusation against your 
sister-in-law, and say that it ought to be contradict^ at 
once if it is untrue ; and if it is not, the sooner it is crushed 
the better." 

" It is not true," I again said. 

*' Well 1 then, some one must get a direct acknowledg* 
ment that it is false from Macdonald himself. Now, Ursie, 
if you think I might venture, I believe I could do so, and 
this very day. Macdonald leaves Dene to-morrow." 

" I don't know," I said. " To interfere without Boger's 
consent 1 I don't quite see how it could be done." 

^^ I was in hopes," he said, '^ that it might }^ the easiest 
way. I have Macdonald under my thumb, and, in his sober 
senses, he knows that full well. I could without difficidty 
brii^ him before a court of justice for being mixed up with 
the Frenchman's frauds. Anything that 1 insist upon his 
doing he will do, when he is sober, that is. And I am now 
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going to Dene with the ftdl detennination of making him 
sign a paper retracting every word he had the audacity to 
utter against you and me last nigbt. If you were quite sure, 
quite certain uiat the accusation against your sister-in-law is 
as unfbunded as that brought against us, I could easily force 
him to retract it at the same time. 

If! In spite of Jessie's protestations and Boger's hap- 
piness, and the absence of anything that could be called 
proof to the contrary, I hesitated ; and John perceived my 
hesitation, I am sure, but he could not bear to notice it. 
Neither could I bear to allude to it. 

<< I think," I said, after a few moments' consideration, 
" that you may very fairly tax him with exaggeration, and 
with having implied that his intelligence came direct from 
Jessie, when, in fact, he only learnt it through Mrs. Price. 
More than this I am afraid we cannot demand, for Jessie was 
incautious, and the letter to Mrs. Price ought not to have 
been written at alL" 

'< It will be a great deal if we get that," said John. 
'^ Ursie, if you can only stop the acquaintance with Mrs. 
Price, you will do a kinder act both towards Roger and Jessie 
than you at all imagine." 

I made no answer, for I felt very desponding. 

" You are displeased with me, I am afraid," he continued. 
'^ I am interfering." 

His tone woke me up from a kind of dream. We were 
leaving facts : and feelings were dangerous ground. 

Speaking quickly, and rather coldly, I said, '' Oh ! no, 
indeed. You are very good to take so much trouble. I am 
sure Boger and we aU shall be extremely obliged to you." 

It went like an arrow through me to see the pained ex- 
pression of his face. He took up his hat, wished me good- 
bye, and did not even say that I ^ould hear from him. 

As the door closed behind him, my impulse was to rush 
after him, to beg him to return, to tell him that I thought 
him the be*St, kindest, truest of friends ; that I trusted 
him as I had never trusted any one except Boeer ; that if I 
could only see Him happy, I would be contented to be unhap- 
f myself for the remainder of my life. But marry him I 
0, 1 had not come to that yet. 
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CHAPTER LXXVnL 



Roger came to me at the school, and walked with me to 
cfanrdi. He was not so comfortable as when I left him in 
the morning. Jessie, he said, was so extremely depressed; 
she seemed to take so yery mndi to heart die haying been * 
Bpohan of in that pnblic manner, eyen by a person whom 
eyery one despised. <' And I am a£raid," he added, '' that a 
few words of mine may haye increased her nnha^^raness. Poor 
little thing ! she is so timid ; and yon know, Ursie, I haye 
not been accustomed to deal with women of a timid mind, 
and what I feel I express strongly. 1 1^ her at last yory 
miserable, becanse of something I said abont the trust I had 
always hitherto placed in her, and the fiill confidence I had 
in her word ; and she seemed to fancy that it implied some 
change now. I should scarcely haye made up my mind to 
go away from her, only she put herself into a perfect agonj 
about my missing church." 

'^ It certainly must be yery strange to you,'' I said, not 
quite knowing what other remark to make. '^ You haye had 
so yei^ little to do with women." 

** Nothing, nothing at all, so to say ; for I always Mt, 
Trot, that you stood upon your own ground, and did not 
want petting and humouring. Lately, I haye thought," — 
and he paused, — ^^ I don't know that I haye been quite wise 
with Jessie; ahe has been such a child to me always." 

<< Perhaps," I said gently, for I was not sure that he 
would be pleased to find me agreeing with him, " it mi^t 
haye been better to put her in a more decided position of 
authority, and to haye giyen her more responsibilities. But 
then, to be sure, that has been tried smce I haye been 
away." 

^' Not exactly," he said, in a quick tone ; '< she might 
haye done better, probably she would, if you had not been 
expected home eyery day, as it were. But matters of busi- 
ness were put off, — and — ^I suppose it is natural — she likes 
going out. Young things always do ; don't they ? " 

I could almost haye laughed, — ^it was a simplicity with 
which one would haye been really inclined to find &ult, but 
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that it arose from an intense humility. He did literally feel 
quite ignorant abont women, and was in a constant dread of 
being hard or exacting with his young wife. 

" Dear Koger," I said, " you must really cease to look 
upon Jessie as a young thing, as you call her. When a 
woman marries, she takes upon herself certain responsibili- 
ties ; and, whatever her youth may be, she can't shake them 
off. And you will not mind my saying that Jessiewould be 
much happier in the end, by being made to fulfil her duties 
than by being assisted in the endeayour to avoid them. And 
if, " I added, '' my being at Sandcombe in any way stands 
in the way of this, I needn't say to you, that, let it be what 
pain it may to part, I shall be the first to propose it" 

" No, Ursie, never, never," he exclaimed eagerly ; " it is 

Jour home always. But you are right : yes, you are rieht ; . 
do believe, in other ways, I have been a fool. I don't 
blame her, poor darling ! ^e was a child ; I could not have 
expected more." 

He became very silent after this. We were drawing 
near the church, and with his usual feeling of reverence, he 
was doubtless preparing himself to enter rightly upon the 
service. As I knelt by nim, I heard the words of &e con- 
fession repeated, oh ! so fervently, with such deep, deep hu- 
miliation. I felt that he was crowding into it all the errors 
of which he felt himself to have been guilty in his conduct 
towards Jessie. If there was one prayer on my lips uttered 
that afternoon more earnestly thui any other, it was that 
God would give to them both the '' peace which the world 
caDuot give; that their hearts might be set to obey His 
commandments, and their time De passed in rest and 



When that prayer was made, I was comforted by the 
feeling that any unlond jealousy I might once have felt was 
melting away under the influence of true and unselfish 
affection. 

It was growing dusk before we left the church, for we 
had a christening and a lon^ sermon, and the days were short. 
As we walked back, I told Roger what had passed between 
John Hervey and me ; and he agreed that it might be better 
for John to interfere in the matter than for him. He could 
Vol. n— 12» 
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aoaioelj do it, he said, without making what, peritam, wonid 
be an unwise fuss ; and he had no sudk hold over Mr. Mao- 
donald as John possessed. We referred abo to the oonver- 
aation just before church. Boger was an energetic person 
in deaiiDg with himself. He never, like some people, sat 
looking at a fault, and thinking that by looking he was de- 
stroying it The moment he perceived anything to be amiss, 
he steadfastly set himself to subdue it ; and now, having 
beffon to perceive that his love for Jessie was more self-in- 
dtdging than self-denying, — ^for that was the root of the 
matter when the case was examined — ^he was determined to 
correct the evil without delay. He and I talked over many 
little ways in which we might bring Jessie round to a sense 
of her true position in the fsunily, working at our olnect by 
degrees, for we both felt that it would not do, especially in 
her present weak state, to make any sudden dbange. '' By 
and by,'' said Eoger, ''if it please God all should go well 
with her, there will be a claim upon her which no woman can 
put aside, and so she will naturally learn to be more man- 
aging, and exercise greater authority. I only hope, Ursie, 
she won't come in your way." 

'' There is not much fear of that," I said. " I can mark 
out certain duties which ought to belong especially to me, 
and these I can attend to ; and you know, Roger, it is the 
principle we want from Jessie, more than the actual work. 
When she has a baby to attend to, she won't be able to do so 
much in other ways, but as long as she feels herself respon- 
sible, it will not signify. You mustn't quarrel with me," I 
added, '' if sometimes I let things go wrong, just to show 
her that if she does not attend to them nobcdy else wilL It 
seems to me rather spoiling a person, whether it may be Jes- 
sie or any one else, always to finish what is left undone. 
There are so many who are quite satisfied to see duties per* 
formed without troubling themselves to ask who does them. 
As I once heard Farmer Kemp say, ' One-third of the world 
takes two-thirds of the world's duties, and the other two- 
thirds share the remainder between them, and so the work is 
done, and every one thinks he has had his right share.' " 

Boger laughed a little, and said the Farmer was always 
severe upon idlers, but no doubt he was right; adding, ''I 
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ean't think, however, that there is any lack of will for work 
in my Jessie." 

I agreed with him in a certain way, but I did not enter 
into what I felt to be the essential difference between Jes- 
sie's view of life and mine. With me work was the object, 
and amusement the accident of existence ; with her, amuse- 
ment was the object, and work the accident. Eoger would 
quite have agreed with me, but he would not have been 
pleased to be told that his wife differed. He was feeling 
very tenderly towards her, having discovered, as he supposed, 
in his own wrong management, me cause of all which of late 
had disturbed mm ; and in his noble unselfishness, being 
thankful to take the whole burden of blame upon himself, so 
that he might but spare her. 

Roger and I entered the house together. I went into 
the pariour to warm myself, and have a little chat with Wil- 
liam ; and Roger, finding Jessie not there, ran up-stairs to 
her. I was afraid she was not so well, for William said she 
had kept to her room all the afternoon. We had said but a 
few words when Roger came down. '^ Jessie must be in the 
kitchen," he observed, '^ she is not up-stairs." 

'^ She was not there a minute ago," I replied, '' for I 
looked in as I went by; but she may be in the scxillery, or 
perhaps in the dairy." 

" She ought to keep quiet," said Roger, anxiously. " I 
must have her in directly ; " and he hurried away. 

We heard him call, and speak to the servants, and go out 
into the back yard ; and then he came back again. " She is 
not out," he said ; '^ she must be up-stairs ; " and now feel- 
ing a little fidgety myself, I followed him, and we went from 
room to room, but no Jessie was to be found. Roger grew 
very pale, very quiet, instead of rushing from one place to 
another, as he had done at first, he slowly opened every door, 
every closet, asked each of ^e servants separately where 
their mistress had last been seen, and then put on his hat 
and went out again. I dared not ask him what he thought, 
and I returned to the parlour. 

^' She is taking a little fresh air," said William, as he sat 
comfortably by we parlour fire, not in the least disturbing 
himself. '< I never trouble myself about these matters, they 
are sure to come right." 
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<< JecKsde is not so very fond of fresh ur," I said ; '< all 
to-day she has been feeling so nnwell." 

<< All the more reason that she should want air/' he re- 
plied. " Now, I remember, I did hear the front door dose, 
soon after Boger went to church. I thought he might have 
oome back for something, but I dare say it was Jessie." 

" She ought to be returned then by this time," I said — 
« hark 1 what is that." 

It was Roger's voice calling in the garden, clear and fdlli 
but sharpened by intense anxiety. 

<* I must go out to him," I said ; '* I can't bear this.'' 
And I hurried out and joined him in the yard by the great 
bam. 

'^ She is not here ; she must have heard me if she had 
been," he said. '^ Oh ! Ursie," and he put his hands to his 
forehead, and actually staggered against &e wall, " what does 
it mean?" 

" She is ill, or she has taken some strange fancy in her 
head," I said. '' Are you sure, Boeer, that she was not 
frightened at anything when you left her? " 

" Yes," he exclaimed. " She was frightened at me, — at 
me, who loved her better than life. Ursie, I don't know 
what I said to her, but she cried, — ^poor child 1 poor darling I 
God forgive me. I am a wretch." 

'^ She is gone to Dene," I said. The words came out 
without thought, and they were scarcely uttered when Boger 
was to be seen in the dim twilight, tearing up the lane like a 
madman. 

It was in vain to follow him, I could not go back to Wil- 
liam, and I went up-stairs to my own room. There sitting 
down, I strove to bring before my mind all which I dreade£ 

But I could not steadily face anything. One fear after 
another crowded upon me, all connected with Jessie's insin- 
cerity and Mrs. Price's fatal influence. I felt certain Jessie 
was gone to Dene ; but ill, weak, alone, in Boger's absence 
— there must be some very strong motive to lead her to such 
a step; she must at least have reckoned upon doing it 
secretly. 

There was deception, and Boger must know it. His de- 
lusion would be at an end; and where then would be his 
happiness ? My heart grew fcdnt. 
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I remained by myself, praying, tliinking, fearing, listen- 
ing, and at last, remembering William, roused myself to the 
effort of going down-stairs again. I was glad I did, for 
William himself was by this time as anxious as I could be, 
and showing his anxiety by giving the most contradictory 
and senseless orders. Every comer and nook had been search- 
ed, both in the house and out of it, but he insisted upon the 
servants going round again, and was quite angry with me 
because I did not accompany them. I could have done so 
willingly for the sake of occupation; to sit still was un- 
endurable, but my comfort was to dress myself in a cloak, 
go to the front door, and hearken, catching the hoarse mur- 
mur of the sea, and the moaning of the wind rushing across 
the downs, and thinking, as the sounds mingled with the 
nervous ringing in my ears, that I heard voices calling out 
that she was returned. 

Seven o'clock came. Eoger might have been to Dene 
and come back ; at any rate, it could not be long before he 
was with us. Whenever I went into the parlour, William 
sent me to listen again, and at last followed himself; and 
we stood together at the house-door in silence. 

William spoke first There had been a sudden gust of 
wind followed by a lull. " A cry, Ursie ; you heard it ? " 

" No," I said ; " it was the wind." I left him, and went 
forward a few paces, hearing nothing. 

« There it is again ! » o^ed out William. But still aU 
was silent to my ear. 

William himself, when I went back to him, thought he 
had been deceived. I begged him to go in-doors, for it was 
bitterly cold, and rather reluctantly he consented, and was 
just turning away, when both of us at the same moment ex- 
claimed, '^ X es, there is some one." And William called 
again, whilst I ran into the house to tell Joe Goodenough to 
ts^e a lantern, andgo out. 

" It is John Hervey's voice," said William, when I re- 
joined him ; and my heart sank. I thought it must surely 
have been Roger with Jessie. Whoever it might be, the 
time seemed endless before Joe had lighted his lantern, and 
gone forth; and then I thought he moved as though his feet 
were clogged. " Give me the light ; let me take it, and y<m 
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follow," I exclaimed, iihrowing my cloak over my bead ; and 
tihe man did as I bade, striding after me as I ran up the lane. 
When we were at the top, and on the open down, I told my 
oompanion to shout, and his call was immediately answe^ 
ed. The yoice came from the right, in the direction of Dene; 
and I went on, till I reached the green path cut in the side 
of the down, and then ran down as hard as I could. I saw 
no one ; but, before I had gone about a couple of hundred 
yards, a voice from amidst tiie fhrze and fern which dothed 
the steep descent at the side of the path, called out, '' Halloa I 
who's there ? Stay, will you, and lend a helping hand.'' 
" Mr. Hervey I " I exclaimed. 
'^ Ursie ! " was uttered almost at the same moment. 
" Where are you ? What do you want ? " I inquired. 
"Are you sdone? Hold the light this way." And 
doing as I was bid, whilst bending forward to peer into the 
darlmess, I saw John Hervey, with something in his arms, 
stru^ling to make his way up the ascent. 

Joe was by his side before I could tell what was to be 
done ; and John Hervey called out in a cheerful voice, " We 
shall do now, — all right. She will come to herself again 
presently." 

"What! Jessie?" 

He made no answer, for he was breathless ; but having 
such good help, in a few moments he was at the top of the 
bank, with his motionless burden. 

" She is dead 1 " I exclaimed in horror, as I put the lan- 
tern to her face. 

" Not at all that, ma'am," said Joe ; " she is only in a 
kind of faint. We'll soon have her home ; " and, with John's 
assistance, he raised her again, so as to carry her more co^ 
veniently between them, and they went on. I asked no 
questions, for I felt it was not the moment. 

She was taken into the house, carried up to her room, 
and laid upon the bed. No doubt she had fainted, but it 
was a worse state of faintness than usual. She revived for a 
few moments, but only to die away, as it were, again. John 
and William stayed outside the door. I saw they were both 
extremely uneasy. I heard William asking questions, but I 
could not attend to the answers ; all my thoughts were given 
to Jessie. After a few minutes I made up my mind to send 
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into Hove for a doctor. It might not be necessary, but at 
any rate it was safe, and Joe was ordered to ride off directly. 
John Hervey said he would go out and look for Boger, 
who most likely was out npon the downs. I wanted to get 
Jessie regularly into bed before Roger came ; I felt he would 
be less frightened then. But before I could manage this, a 
hasty step on the stairs, and a quick but very gentle knock, 
told that Boger was returned. I opened the door, and, with- 
out speaking to me, he went up directly to the bed, and 
stood looking at his wife for some moments. '^ She is better 
now," I said ; " we will get her into bed ; and I have sent 
for the doctor from Hove. You had better go down, and 
leave her to me." Still he did not answer ; but he bent 
down, and kissed Jessie's poor, little, pale face, and parted 
her hair from her forehead, and lifted her in his arms, that I 
might unfasten her dress ; and I heard him whisper, '^ Jessie, 
my Jessie, just smile once." But though she opened her 
eyes, it was not as though she knew him, and they were im- 
mediately closed again. 

I told Boger to go down-stairs, and said I would call him 
again when I was ready. 

He moved away, but it was only to go outside the door 
and pace up and down the passage. 

Martha and I undressed Jessie, and put her into bed, but 
she never spoke or looked at us in any way as though she 
was conscious, only she moaned a good deal, and I began to 
fear that she must have met with some bad accident, although 
there were no broken limbs. 

" We will make the room comfortable, and then leave 
your master to watch her," I said to Martha, and I began 
putting away the things, and sent Martha to fetch some 
more water. Boger came into the room as Martha went out. 
He sat down by me bed, and I came and stood by him with 
Jessie's dress in my hand. The pocket was heavy, and I 
took the things out of it and laid them on the bed, one by 
one ; her thimble, and a little pocket-book, and needlecase, 
and pincushion, and, at last, a packet of letters, some of 
which fell to the ground. Boger picked them up ; some- 
thins made me look at him just then ; one letter Jsiras in his 
hand ; he was holding it to the light. The expression of his 
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&oe I sludl neyer forget. I can't deflcribe it ; I dont know 
what it said, but it was so ghastly, — so terrible, that I utteiv 
ed a faint scream, and canght the letter from him. 

The address was, '' Lieutenant Macdonald, Dene." The 
writing was Jessie's. 

I examined the others ; they were all alike. There must 
have been at least a dozen. 

Boger and I looked at each other, but we said not a word. 
I referred to the post-mark, it was nearly illegible. " They 
must be old ones," I said. " Won't you look r " 

Without answering, he collected all the letters together, 
went to his writing-desk, took out a sheet of paper, and care- 
fully folded them within it, sealed the packet, and directed 
it, whilst I stood by him, and then put it in his pocket. The 
address was '^ For Jessie Grant ; from her husband." 

He did not look at Jessie again, but left the room. 



CHAPTER LXXIX. 

About ten o'clock Joe Goodenough returned with the doc- 
tor. I went to tell Eoger of it. He was in a little spare 
room close by mine. He came out directly. I did not no- 
tice any alteration of manner greater than tbe circumstances 
of Jessie's illness would account for easily. We were botii 
present when John Hervey told the story of where he had 
found her, lying senseless at the bottom of the steep bank. 
He supposed she must have missed her footing in Uie dusk, 
and fallen. William made the awkward remark that he 
could not see what business she had there, and inquired of 
Boger whether she had been at Dene. 

" Yes," was the short reply, and the tone was such as to 
silence even William. 

Eoger did not go up-stairs with us, but when the doctor 
had seen Jessie he waited for him in the passage, and I heard 
him ask Mr. Harrison what he thought. 

" She has had a bad accident," was the answer ; *' you 
must take great care of her ; especially if there should be 
symptoms of fever. I will come over again to-morrow." 
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This was all we could get from him. There was no in- 
timation whether we had anything to fear.- 

William remarked when Mr. Harrison was gone that 
Roger took it very quietly, John Hervey came up to me, 
and said; " Ursie, can you let me tell you what I have 
done ? " 

We went together into the large parlour. I sat down, 
prepared to hear what was painful. John began nervously; 
" I am troubling you, Ursie; I would not do it now, but it 
may be of consequence. See," and he drew a paper from his 
pocket ; ^' Macdonald has retracted every word about you 
and me, he won't retract about Jessie." 

" Let it go," I exclaimed. " Mr. Hervey, it is very 
miserable." 

" Very," he said kindly, but with a certain shyness of 
manner, as he added, '^ You won't mind my saying I feel for 
you." 

I wanted comfort so veir, very much ; I felt as though I 
must have it at all risks, and I held out my hand to him, and 
answered ; " Oh ! Mr. Hervey, you have always helped us 
in other troubles, but you can't help us in this." 

It seemed that he was afraid to accept my friendliness, 
and he rather drew back, and said, '^ Her accident may be a 
blessing; it will keep her quiet, and the gossip may blow 
over." 

" But it won't set all right with Boger," I exclaimed; 
" and that is all I care for." 

" All ? " he said, in a tone of surprise. 
'^ Yes ! " I repeated, ^< alL There is nothing to be sud 
of Jessie which any one but Boger has a right to take no- 
tice of" 

And then, as the words escaped my lips, the remembrance 
of the packet of letters flashed across me, and a sudden feel- 
ing of faint terror came over me, which made me lean back 
in my chair, and put my hand up to my head. 

cfohn did not appear to see what I was suffering. I am 
sure he was keepii^ a strict guard over himself, and so in- 
deed was I now. His cautiousness made me ashamed of the 
feeling which I had for one moment expressed. He asked 
me what was to be said to Boger. I had not thought of this 
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. mi it vu m ieriow ^iSeakj: I loa ^ rf to 
tint la«k. bos h tm covardlT. aad 1 vid, *^ Lesre ift to ne^ 
aad I vill ma&afe it: " tbeaTl sMod vp to Aam Aat Ike in- 
terriev wm otct, aoi Jofan widhed me " good n^j^" sad 
weMJUd. 

I wu staodizkg bj Jesde's bed, as I beaid die &rBi-jnd 
Cile ekiK. aad knew that he was cone. I did not undeiBlaBd 
Mlbre how dreary m j hieart eoold be witiMNil Ubi. 

The coportniutj for mentioiiiiig the zesiilt of Jolm 
Herrej'f interriew with Mr. Mawionald was not giren me^ 
aa Boger miut hare gneaaed it, without beiiig told ; he nerer 
eichaoged one word with me iqKm that aobjeet or tiie lettan^ 
and of course I ooold not introdnee the matter. 

No mother conld hare been more thon^itliil, tender, 
h^iftil, than he was in the long weeks of nursiiig iducli toV- 
lowed Jessie's accident He sat op at ni^t, gave her all her 
medicine, mored her pillows, watdied her, menerer he was 
able to give up his time to her, with an nnremittii^ atten- 
tion ; bat the ghastly look of wretchedness nerer lefi Us &eey 
and, by degrees, I saw it settle into a fixed impress, irhich 
set wrinkl^ in his forehead, and marked dark lines about 
his mouth, so that persons who saw him only for a moment 
were heard to say, '' Boger Grant's anxiety for his irife is 
breaking his heart" 

There was cause for anxiety, independent of any seeret 
grie£ Jessie was more ill than any person I had ever up to 
tiiat time seen, who was not very near death. She knew us 
all, especially Boger; but I thmk she scarcely had a clear 
recollection of anything which had passed immediately before 
her accident. At any rate she was too weak to allude to it 
She was hovering between life and death, and the doctor said 
that the birth of her child would, certainly, according to all 
human calculation, determine the point In the meantime 
the slightest agitation would be fatal. Every one was very 
kind to me. Mrs. Kemp and Mary came over to see me 
frequently. Mary's marriage was to take place sooner than 
had been anticipated, and though they were, in consequence, 
very busy, thev always found time to spare for me. I made 
Mrs. Kemp tell me all she heard* I thought it was right to 
know what kind of impression had gone abroad respecting 
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Jessie's accident. Some remarks I was sore wotdd be made, 
from the stories repeated by the servants. Mrs. Kemp told 
me she had heard all kinds of contradictory things. Some 
quite absurd, such as that Jessie and Eoger had quarrelled, 
and she had run away from him, and had gone to take refuge 
with Mrs. Price. The fact that she had been at Dene that 
Sunday afternoon was undeniable, for the servants had ad- 
mitted her into the house, and said she looked scared and 
wild, so that they were quite frightened to see her. There 
was another corroboration of &&t circumstance, which I 
knew only too welL No doubt excited and distressed by 
Roger's expressions of confidence, knowing that at the time 
of her marriage she had deceived him, and that her letters 
could at any moment be produced against her, — she must 
have felt that at all risks they were to be obtained and de- 
stroyed. 

This was a probable reason for her conduct, but was it 
all? 

John Hervey came to see us much more frequently. He 
was still just as constrained in manner, but his was such a 
kind heart, that at any sacrifice to himself he would have done 
whatever he thought mi^ht add to another's comfort. And 
there were many things m which he was now of the greatest 
use — giving Roger help in matters connected with me farm, 
and underteking business for him which might lie at a dis- 
tance. Nothing was a trouble to him, and many times my 
heart smote me as I felt what use I made of him, and yet 
what a poor return I could offer him. Thanks, only thanks 
and gratitude ; so I said to myself still ; and I thought I 
was sufficiently careful over my words and actions, and never 
showed how much I rested upon him, lest my manner should 
be misinterpreted. I think there was something of pride 
within me, which forbade me to acknowledge to myself that 
he was becoming at all dearer to me. He was so unlike my 
ideal of what I could love; so different from Eoger; so 
much more approachable; and resembling every one else I 
And then I had often made up my mind that it would be 
quite impossible for me to love any one as well as I once 
loved Roger, and anything short of that would be unsatis- 
factory. I had long set myself down as a confirmed old maid, 
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and I did not choose this notion of myself to be disturbed. 
It was all very well in theory ; quite natural and necessary, so 
it seemed to me ; but I had left out one most important item 
in my calculations — ^the knowledge of John Heryey's lore. 
I did not think about it; I even tried to put it entirely 
aside; but whenever in moments of dreariness I looked round 
the world for comfort, and amongst all my friends and rela- 
tions found none, not even Eoger to love me best, I turned 
uneasily to the true, honest, devoted heart, which one word 
or look might, as I knew, make my own possession for ever; 
and the thought of bein^ the wife of John Hervey no longer 
struck me as an impossibility. 

But I am wandering on too far. Those feelings were of 
slow growth, and very secretly developed in my own sight ; 
and as day by day went on, each brought its burden to oo- 
cupy my mind ; whilst Eoger's face was alone sufficient to 
make me feel as though it were a sin even for a moment to 
dream of future happiness. I heard often from Miss Mili- 
oent, and the accounts were upon the whole satisfactory. She 
enjoyed the travelling, and was learning, as she said, to put 
up with Mrs. Temple. But there was no feeling which 
would enable them to live together for a continuance ; and in 
every letter Miss Milicent reverted to the hope I had held 
out of being able at last to establish herself in a home of her 
own at Compton. 

" I have a thought, Ursie," she wrote to me, in a letter 
dated from Dresden, " of settling myself some day at tiie 
HeatL I don't know where the money is to come from, for 
I have not a penny to spare, havingjust paid two shares of 
our journey here, because Matilda Temple said it was to, 
as she only came for me, that I might see the pictures. I 
don't care for pictures enough to pay so much for them ; but 
that is no matter — anything to keep the peace ; and I don't 
forget that in former days I spent money to please myself, 
and so it is not to be wondered at if now I am obliged to do 
it to please others. But you see, Ursie, I have a double 
share of hope to what some people have ; and so I believe 
that somehow the way will turn up for what I wish. In the 
mean time, I satisfy myself by thinking about it ; and if it 
does not come at last, why no doubt there will be something 
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else m its stead. I am obliged to think in this way, or 
Matilda Temple's doings would drive me daft." 

The Heath would be a very pleasant home for Miss 
Milioent. I already fancied I faw her established there ; but 
ahe, like myself, had probably an ordeal to pass before rest 
could be attained. 

And what did Jessie feel all this time ? That was a 
question which I put to myself many times, but to which I 
never found an answer. I think her weakness and the feel- 
ing of illness must have been such, that she could scarcely 
have collected her ideas sufficiently to think, in any strict 
sense of the word ; otherwise she could scarcely have borne 
Roger's presence ; still less have endured his waiting upon 
her with that quiet, sad thoughtfolness, which made me 
wretched whenever I saw him approach her. She went 
through the fonns of religion. Eoger read a little to her 
every day, and prayed with her ; and Mr. Eichardson came 
very frequently, and once proposed to administer the Holy 
Communion ; but she seemed to shrink from this, and no one 
ventured to press it upon her ; the doctor had given such 
strict injunctions about keeping her from anything that might 
agitate her. It was a relief to Roger, as I fimcied, to have 
it delayed ; and so it was to me in a certain way. If she 
was not conscious, and penitent, it would have been such a 
mockery ; and yet it was very terrible to see her gliding on, 
as one mieht say, to what might too probably be death ; and 
never to oe allowed to hint at anything, pajst or present, 
which might reveal to us the state of her mind, burdened as 
we knew it must be. How often I thought then of the 
warning not to put off repentance to a sick bed. I had 
heard it so many times in sermons, but it never touched me 
in the way it did then. 

And with all this great uneasiness about Jessie's state, 
was mingled so much true affection. I don't speak of Roger. 
No eartUy beine, I am sure, could penetrate into the depths 
of the love which he still felt. His was a heart which might 
break, but could not change ; but for myself, Jessie was to 
me really a younger sister ; her faults did not shook me. I 
had known uiem for years. Even their bitter consequences 
were scarcely a surprise to me', and now, as I saw her lying 
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80 helpless mnd suffering, waitmg, like a crimiiial under sen- 
tence of execation, for the hour which mi^t bring death, 
and a death for which I could not but fear she was unpre- 
pared, every tender feeling of sympathy was increased a hun- 
dredfold, and there were moments when I knelt beside her 
bed in anguish of spirit, praying that God would jet be 
mercifdl to her, and pardon, and spare her. 



CHAPTER LXXX. 

And so time went on, and we thought we were all tea^, 
and belieyed that eyery possibility had been prorided against 
Some one sat up with her every night I had taken my toniy 
and, feeling very much worn- out, went to bed, leaving tiie 
nurse with Jessie. I must have slept very soundly. I think 
I had an indistinct consciousness of unusual sounds; but no 
one came to call me, and, though generally on the alert at 
the least disturbance, it was dawn before I awoke, and, start- 
ing up with a sudden impulse of anxiety, hurried to Jessie's 
room. The door was ajar. I saw Boger kneeling by the 
bedside, his eyes fixed upon Jessie's face, stamped wi& the 
impress of death. The nurse -was standing with her bade 
towards me. As I softly entered, she turned round, and laid 
in my arms her little burden, — Jessie's baby. • 

1 don't think at the first moment I quite understood 
what had happened ; it seemed all so unexpected, so bewil- 
dering. I gave back the baby to the nurse, and went round 
to Roger, and knelt down by him, and put my arm round 
him ; but he had no look or voice for me. As wough by his 
steadfast gaze he could arrest the hand of death, he remiuned 
still in the same posture, with Jessie's hand clasped in his, 
his fietce as pale, ms form as motionless as hers. I beckoned 
to the nurse to give me the infimt again, and asked what had 
been done about the doctor. 

" He must be here directly," was the reply ; " he was sent 
for, but he must have been out elsewhere." 

" Can nothing be done ? " I asked. 

The nurse shook her head. 
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" Have you no hope ? " 

' She drew me aside, that Eoger might not hear, and 
whispered, " None." 

I sat down by the fire. Martha was in the room also. 
She offered to take the baby from me. But I would not part 
with it. A new, clinging affection had, in a moment, sprung 
up w;ithin me; it seemed all that was left to give me comfort. 

The doctor came. He spoke to the nurse and to Boger. 
I sat apart and watched whilst he inquired into Jessie's state. 
I think I was the first person who saw the expression in his 
countenance, which told that he did not despair, and I un- 
covered the face of my little treasure, and pressed a kiss 
upon its velvet forehead, whilst I whispered a prayer of 
unutterable thankfulness. As I glanced at Boger, I saw 
that his hope was not like mine ; he had too much depending 
upon the issue. 

Jessie's life hung upon a thread. We had known that 
for many weeks ; but the fact had never been present to us 
as it was during the few days which followed the birth of her 
child. It was a suspense continued without interruption 
from hour to hour, for there were no seasons of rallying, or 
of any visible improvement ; only one stagnant condition, if 
one may so call it, about which the utmost that could be said 
was, that it was not entirely devoid of hope. And during 
this time the care of the cluld, making arrangements for a 
nurse, watching over it, even loving it, seemed to be left 
entirely to me. I think that to Boger it must have seemed 
the herald of its mother's death ; for when the nurse once 
forced him to take it in his arms, and said he might be proud 
of his little daughter, who would no doubt grow up to be a 
comfort to him, he kissed it fondly, and then put it from him, 
as though he could not bear to look at it. 

After the first week, the doctor spoke more cheeringly, 
and told us that the worst was over. The news brought joy 
to every heart at Sandcombe, except, as it seemed, to Boger's. 
Believed he was, and thankful ; but there was a deepening 
gloom on his brow which no effort could shake off, and I saw 
that by degrees he kept away from Jessie's room, except 
when some one else was there ; whilst, whenever the remark 
as to the child's likeness to its mother was made bef<»re him|. 
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he turned it off with a lai^ whicb ftetnalljr grated ixpcfBL my 
ear. I longed to make him talk to me; I felt tiiat perhaps 
together we might extract some comfort from the £bu^ whidi 
we both knew, and sometimes I thought whether he would not 
be justified, under the circumstances, in opening the letters, 
and satisfying himself as to the extent of the deception whidi 
had been practised upon him. But that was not like Bog». 
With his power of self-control, his strength of will and 
endurance, ne would have borne the torture of the drop of 
water fSklling upon his head, moment by moment^ and neyer 
by the slightest impulse of impatience have striven to hastoi 
the hour appointed for the cessation of his agony. 

The only comfort I had was that I belieyed I ihorou|^y 
understood him, and knew exactly what he feared. To have 
been deceived — that was hb bitterness ; and if Jessie had 
laid herself open to the worst condemnation of the world, the 
heart of a man like Boger could scarcely have been more 
utterly crushed. 

That particular time was more distressing to me than any 
which went before it. In great danger there is great ezmte- 
ment. There was none now. The £ture lay before me ehill 
and blank, both for Roger and myself, for if he was miserable 
how could I be happy f The explanation with Jessie, which 
at a distance I had sometimes fancied might succeed in 
restoring confidence, must, I felt, as we approached it, aid 
wretchedly ; and as Jessie gradually regained her strength^ 
I had a cowardly feeling of relief each day that the subjeei 
was delayed, and yet a longing, at times almost uncontroUablei 
to rush into it at once, and hear and know the worst. 

So I think it must have been with Jessie likewise. Yet 
I could not tell whether she was sunmioning courage to speak 
to Boger, or whether indeed she perfectly remembered all 
that had happened before her illness. Her reserve was most 
painful, and sometimes I thought it was becoming a fixed 
habit of mind which would end in complete depression. Her 
baby was the only thing she seemed to live for ; for her fear 
of Boger was evident At times I could have been almost 
jealous of her claim upon the child. It was the first baby 
that had been given to us as a family, and many probably 
will understand how great is the feeling which such oiroum- 



U B S U L A . 289 

stances may create. Every night before we went to bed 
William made me take him to the cradle, that he might kiss 
the little thing as it lay asleep ; and most touching it was to 
obserre the softening of his rough features, and the lowering 
of his YoicC) as he bent over, straining his darkened eyes to 
catch just the outline of its little form. For myself it was 
Roger's child, and when I held it in my arms and felt its 
tiny fingers helplessly clasping mine, a thrill of unspeakable 
tenderness passed over me, which, though it could not have 
been a mother's love, must have been something very nearly 
approaching to it 



CHAPTER LXXXI. 

Jessie had been out for the first time, wrapped in the 
white shawl, Mrs. Weir's wedding-gift ; the day was deli- 
ciously warm for the season, and Roger had procured a little 
band-carriage for her, that she might be drawn up and down 
the garden. William, Roger, and I were with her. 

I had the baby in my arms as usual. We were standing 
round Jessie, and I was feeling painfully that I was making 
an effort to enjoy the brightness. William had lately become 
quite a relief to us ; he was some one to be attended to, his 
spirits were improved, and he was interested in things not 
connected with us, and so gave us other subjects of conversa- 
tion than those on which our thoughts were dwelliug. 

Jessie did not speak at all, — Roger very little ; the con- 
versation was kept up between William and me. 

" When is Mary Kemp's wedding to come off, Ursie ? " 
he asked. 

" This day three weeksj" I replied, ^' and she has asked 
me to be bridesmaid. I should like it, only, really, I cannot 
afford a new dress." 

" Why you must have that which you wore at Jessie's 
wedding," said William. " I am sure you have not been gay 
enough since to spoil it. Or if you want anything very 
smart, and likely to be cheap, I advise you to go and try for 
gome of Mrs. Price's gowns. I did not tell you, Roger, the 
news which Joe Goodenough brought in just now, — ^that the 
Vol. 11—13 
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Prices have all gone to smash, and eyerything they have is to 
be sold." 

Jessie uttered an exclamation of distress. Boger said 
very quietly, " Indeed ! " and stood further aloof firom 
Jessie. 

" Oh ! William," I observed reproachfully, as I saw that 
Jessie was much upset, '^ you shouldn't have told it so di>- 
ruptly." 

" Why not ? " he replied ; " Jessie is not suoh a gooee as 
really to care for those people, and all the world have known 
what must come. Macdonald is in for it, too ; so they will 
be all out of the country soon, and there will be no more 
gossip, which will be one comfort for you, Jessie, my dear. 
Your friends would have got you into a scrape if they could. 
By the bye, Ursie," he added, '^ I never quite understood 
whether John Hervey made Macdonald retract what lie said 
that night at Hove. I remember I asked, and you only gave 
me a kmd of blundering answer." 

Eoger turned round shortly, " Jessie has been out Icmg 
enough ; it is time she should go in." 

^^ Would you like it, dear ?" I asked, as I arranged the 
cushion for her at the back of the chair. 

^^ She had better go in," repeated Boger. The tone of 
his voice struck William. 

<< Why your husband is growing quite fierce, Jessie," he 
said, " I would not let him be such a tyrant" 

Jessie trembled all over, — she tried to speak, but I oould 
not hear her words. 

" I have not had my question answered yet," said WiUiam, 
in a persisting tone. ^^ If John Hervey has not got Mac- 
donald's written words, Boger ought to insist upon them him- 
self; only he is such a tame-spirited fellow." 

I saw Boger start, and a storm of indignation crossed 
his face. The expression was still there, when he drew near 
Jessie and said, " I shall take you in." She looked up at 
him, — she kept her eyes fixed upon him. It was as though 
she were paralysed by fear. I feared also, — ^yet Boger's mo- 
mentary excitement was qiute subdued. 

<^ I will tell you about it another time," I said to William. 
^^ Just now I must go with Jessie." Something was wrong, . 
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William saw then ; he asked nothing more. Jessie made me 
walk by her side ; when we went into the house, and Koger 
lifted her out of the chair, she still clung to me ; but I had 
the child in my arms, and was not able to support her. After 
attempting to mount the stairs in vain, Koger took her in his 
arms, and carried her to her room. Then he left us to- 
gether. 

Jessie lay on the sofa. I put the baby into the cradle, 
and asked if I could get anything for her. She refused ; it 
was not being tired, she said, — she did not want anything ; 
but the trembling dotation increased. 

" You must see Iloger," I said, at length, and I looked at 
her steadily. I think she must have understood me, for she 
put her hand across her forehead, as if to clear her thoughts. 

Some one knocked at the door. It was Roger ; I did not 
dare look at him. He put into my hand a note and the 
packet of letters, and went away, and I returned back to 
Jessie. She had recognised his step. I heard her murmur 
to herself, as I opened the note, " He won't come to me, — ^he 
will leave me, — God help me." 

The note was written in pencil, and was scarcely legible. 
" Give them to her, Ursie. I have never looked at them. I 
never will. From this hour the subject shall never be men- 
tioned to her again." 

Jessie watched my face, — she caught the note from me 
and read it twice. As she gazed at me in bewilderment, I 
put the packet into her hands. She broke the seal 

The expression of her countenance was not fear or sor- 
row, but a cold, calm despair. 

" You see," .1 said, bitterly ; " there is nothing to fear, — 
he has not read them." 

Without replying, she rose from the sofa as if a new im- 
pulse of strength had been given her, and moved towards the 
door. 

" You will not find him," I said, and I tried to prevent 
her from going out. She sat down again quite still, — ^up- 
right. 

The baby began to cry, but she took no notice ; her face 
was quite stony. I felt frightened, and thought I would 
rouse her. " Shall I put them away for you ? " I said, taking 
up the letters. 
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Her only answer was, " Let me go to him." 

" No," I said, " he will come to you, if you wish to see 
him— shall I call him ? " 

She did nothing to stop me, and I went down-stairs. 
Koger was waiting below. I motioned to him to follow me. 
When he stood at the threshold of Jessie's room I drew 
back. 

" No," he said, quietly. " Ursie, I have no secrets," and 
he went in after me, and stood waiting for Jessie to speak. 

It was like a dreadful dream to me. I looked from one 
to the other, — ^but there Was no hope or comfort in either 
face. 

Twice Jessie tried to speak, and each time her voice was 
stopped. 

" Koger," I said at length, " she has done very wrong, but 
she will acknowledge it." 

He pomted to the note. "I have said it — I know 
nothing." 

" Speak to him," I began, turning to Jessie, " tell him — " 

But Roger stopped me : " Ursie, I cannot hear, — I wish 
for no extorted confidence. Jessie, from this moment the 
past is buried." 

The sound of Jessie's own name seemed to break the 
spell which bound her. She drew near to Roger, and laying 
the letters before him, said, though without the least soften- 
ing of the stony expression of misery, " Read them." 

He pushed them from him. 

" It is just, — aright," I exclaimed ; " Roger, you must 
read them." 

" They can make no difference," he said, coldly. 

Jessie turned to me imploringly. 

" He has been deceived, Jessie," I said ; " you must for- 
give him." 

Roger moved as if to go, but Jessie caught his arm. 
" Will you be unjust ? " she said. 

He took up one of the letters and opened it, but the pa- 
per seemed to be burning to his touch. 

" Read, Ursie," said Jessie, " read them all, every word ; 
they were written long ago, all except one." 

She sat down, hiding her face in her hands. 
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Roger's eye glanced rapidly over the first letter, — then he 
proceeded to read the others, slowly, in the manner of a 
judge receiving evidence. As he read, he handed each letter 
to me. No one spoke, the baby had ceased crying, and the 
only sound heard was that of the rustling paper ; and still 
Jessie never looked up, as we sat before her, perusing these 
evidences of her folly and deceit. 

They w.ere letters written to Mr. Macdonald, after the 
time when I had fully understood, from what she told me, 
that she had refused him ; and they were carried down to 
within one week of her acceptance of Roger. They were 
childish and foolish, complaining of the interference of her 
friends, and the hardness of her fate ; and although there 
was no open declaration of her feeling for Mr. Macdonald, 
there was certainly enough in them to make any man suppose 
that she was much attached to him. Besides these there was 
one short note, written after her marriage, begging him to 
return the letters. 

The last letter was read by Roger and laid upon the ta- 
ble. I ventured then to glance at him. His countenance 
was unaltered, except for its ashy paleness, and the look of 
his eye, which made me tremble. I gathered the letters to- 
gether, and mechanically said, ^' Thank you, dear," and then 
I stooped down and kissed Jessie. Indeed, I pitied her so 
much, I could not do otherwise. She turned aside from me, 
and slowly rising, went and stood before Roger. 

" I have deceived you," she said firmly, " but not as you 
think. You asked me if I could give you my full, free affec- 
tion, and I said, ^ Yes.' It was true ; true then, as it is now, 
true in the sight of God. Roger, I have never loved any one 
but you ; but, oh i Ursie," and she turned to me, and leaning 
her head upon my shoulder, sobbed convulsively, "you warned 
me, and I would not listen. I did not care for Mr. Macdon- 
ald, but I liked having his letters, and writing, and flirting ; 
so I would not say entirely * No ;' or at least, though I did 
say it, I still let him believe I was not in earnest. Things 
went on much farther than I ever intended. Only when 
Roger asked me to marry him, my eyes seemed to open ; I 
had never thought it could be, it seemed too great happiness. 
I told him I was wicked, and that I should disappoint hun. 
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I could not say anything else. I thought if I confessed 
to him what I had done, and if he were to see the letters, he 
would suppose I cared for Mr. Macdonald, — and I did not 
really. I was afraid it would turn his heart from me, and 
so I said nothing ahout them. When I was married, I 
thought Mr. Macdonald would destroy the letters, and every- 
thing would be forgotten. He promised me he would ; he 
wrote me a note saying . so. Ursie, you will remember my 
having it. Mrs. Price gave it to me when we were together 
in Hove. But he was ^Ise to me, he kept them, and I think 
— I am nearly sure — Mrs. Price made him do it. She talked 
to me about them, and frightened, and made ide miserable ; 
and I could never get them back. Sometimes they were pro- 
mised me, but they were never given. Oh ! it has been so 
wretched ! so wretched ! They both forced me to do what- 
ever they liked, for they said that at any moment they could 
make Roger hate me. When you were away, Ursie, they 
were always forming plans for me to meet them and be with 
them, and requiring me to tell everything I knew about you, 
and what you were doing in France. I knew I ought not, but 
I dared not refuse. I felt as though I was a spy upon you, but 
I could not draw back. At last, — I don't know how I did it, 
— I was nearly mad — ^that night that Roger came from Hove, 
and the next day — the Sunday — ^it seems all misty, but I got 
the letters. I think Mr. Hervey had been there and fri^t- 
ened them ; I don't know — only — " her voice became forced 
and hollow — " I told them I would never return to my home 
without them ; and it was true, I would have died first." 

She paused, faint and breathless. 

" Confession was all that was required, from the be^n- 
ning, dear Jessie," I said. 

^^ And I would have confessed," she said, sinking into a 
chair, and clasping my hand, whilst still keeping her eyes 
fixed upon Roger. " I meant then to have told all ; I would 
have done so now, lately, but, Ursie, I knew he had them. 
I saw it in his face." 

" And the note which I saw in Paris," I said, doubtfully ; 
" was that really not to Mr. Macdonald ? " 

" Indeed not, indeed it was as I told you ; but I equivo- 
cated. I was obliged to send messages, and answer ques- 



U B S U L A . 295 

tions; he did hear many things from me, though I never 
wrote, except that oije note, which you have seen, — never, 
that is, since I have been Roger's wife. Oh, Ursie, won't 
you believe me ? " 

Poor child I it was impossible not to believe her then. 
But what wretchedness had vanity and want of moral courage 
brought upon her. 

" Speak to him for me, Ursie," she whispered ; " tell him 
I will go where he likes, he shall never see me again;" and 
as she said the words, I saw her glance at the cradle, and a 
shudder shook her frame. 

I went up to Roger. " She has confessed all," I said ; 
" Roger, it is for you to forgive." 

He answered, " I have told her ; the past is buried." 

" Not buried, but forgiven ! " exclaimed Jessie, and she 
threw herself at his feet ; " else let me leave you." 

" Buried," repeated Roger. " We are man and wife, and 
none can part us." 

" Roger," I said, " God does not deal so with us." 

" Forgiveness means confidence," was his reply. 

" I do not ask confidence I " she exclaimed. " Oh, Ro- 
ger, no! Distrust me, watch me, I will bear it all, all, 
everything. I will thank you, and bless you. Only can you 
never love me again ? " 

His face expressed agony, yet not relenting. She held 
him — she clung to him — ^her look was piteous in its anguisL 
When still he turned from her she slowly arose, and, going 
to the cradle, lifted her baby from it, and again kneeling be- 
fore him, said in a tone of quiet despair, '* Roger, I am its 
mother." I saw him bend down and kiss her ; I watched 
the large tears fall upon the face of his unconscious child, 
and heard him say, " Jessie, may God forgive us both ! " — 
and then I left them. 



CHAPTER LXXXII. 

I WALKED that afternoon to St. Anne's Hill. I stood by 
the tower of the oratory, and gazed over the sea towards the 
white clifEs, and the dim island in the flEir distance ; and I 
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looked upon the tower of Compton church, and the cottages 
in the village, and the remains of the ruined abbey ; and, as I 
looked, my thoughts travelled back through my life, and I 
read it as it had been in the pages of a book. I thought how 
changed I was since those early years when I had first learnt 
to love the view from St Anne's ; how then it had been asso- 
ciated with but one interest, and one affection, and how that 
affection had disappointed me, and the hopes which I had 
cherished had crumbled into dust. I remembered my own 
character as it was then, and I saw how, by nveans of that 
disappointment, I had been chastened, and trained for higher 
duties, and truer views of my position in the world. 

I thought of Mrs. Weir, her long suffering ; her patient 
saintliness, and the lesson for Eternity which had been 
taught me through her means. I knew that, as she had said, 
when speaking of herself, I had not had one trial too much, 
not one that could have been spared. And then my mind 
turned to others, and I marked how the same discipline was 
being carried on with -them. I saw, or fancied I saw, how 
even Roger, with all his goodness and nobleness of disposi- 
tion, had suffered himself to be blinded by feeliDg, and how 
the sorrow had now come upon him, which, with all its mercy, 
was surely mingled with judgment. I felt that he could 
never be as he had been ; that a new life was to begin for him 
and for Jessie ; a life full of watchfulness and effort, and self- 
restraint and endurance ; and as I pondered upon all these 
things, my heart insensibly became burdened with the sense 
of an awful reality, a perception of that wonderful fact, that 
the events of life are in themselves nothing, that they are but 
the body, destined to decay ; yet that each, however trifling, 
bears within it the seed that is to exist for Eternity ; and I 
felt that I could yield myself passively to any circumstances, 
whether happy or unhappy, neither wearying myself with re- 
grets for the past, nor burdening myself with cares for the 
future, so only that the present moment might add its grain 
of faith and holiness to the treasure garnered in the Hand 
of God against the Great Day of Account. 

At that moment I had no vision for myself of any happi- 
ness in this world which might yet be in store for me. I 
thought that I had accepted my lot from Gt)d, both as regarded 
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myself and those I loved ; and that I did not even wish for 
change ; and in that mood of mind I descended the hill, and 
wandered on over the down, till I reached the tall column at 
its extremity, and was close upon the woods of Dene. There 
I met with John Hervey. He had passed through the 
grounds, for the place was deserted ; Captain Price, his wife, 
Mr. Macdonald, the servants, were all gone. Everything 
was given up to satisfy the claims of creditors. John asked 
me to go with him into the garden, he wished to speak to the 
man who had charge of it. It did not enter my mind to re- 
fuse ; what I did seemed unimportant, and I was less watch- 
ful and conscious with him than I had been. Perhaps, too, 
I liked his society ; perhaps it was cheering to me. Doubt- 
less, if I had felt as I did when we parted in France, I should 
have been less easily persuaded, but I was not thinking of 
myself at all, and scarcely of him ; my thoughts were all with 
Koger and Jessie. 

And so were his, at least in appearance. He made me 
turn with him, and walk up and down the stone pavement 
under the verandah, and then he spoke to me openly about 
all that had lately occurred. He touched upon my own 
feelings with regard to Boger and Jessie. He put before me 
all that I had thought, and feared, and all that I had hoped ; 
he seemed to know everything by instinct. He told me that 
I had given my best affections to Koger, and demanded of 
him in return more than any brother could give. He said 
that I had formed my ideas of happiness without regard to 
the ordinary arrangements of Ood^s Providence, and that in 
consequence I had had much to bear. He w$irned me that I 
must prepare myself to see Roger suffer greatly from disap- 
pointment, for that his eyes must open by degrees to Jessie's 
character ; and though she might improve, she could never be 
the wife whom he might naturally have expected to find. 
And then he commented, and as I thought severely, upon the 
facts of Jessie's conduct which he himself had learnt. 

The subjects were such as I could not have imagined my- 
self able to endure from any one, when handled so plainly ; 
and yet I did bear them from John Hervey. He had a way 
of putting what he said — I think it was from his simple, 
honest goodness of heart-— which made me feel that he would 
Vol. II.— 13« 
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never wilfully misunderstand ; and he led me on till — ^I hope 
it was no breach of confidence — I found myself telling him 
at last the scene which had occurred that morning. It 
seemed only justice to Jessie ; his suspicions were likely to go 
beyond the truth, and I could not bear him to be hard upon 
her. 

He heard what I had to say without interruption ; when 
I had finished) he paused for some moments in thought ; then 
he said, " And Roger has forgiven ? " 

" Quite," I replied. " Quite, I believe ; I hope so." 

" He is a noble fellow," continued John. " Ursie, he is 
better than I could be." 

" And better than I could be," I said. 

" Once deceived, always deceived," said John. 

And I added, " Yes, where one has loved." 

" You are right, where one has loved," he continued. 
"Forgiveness is an easy matter when the heart is not 
wounded. So, Ursie, I should be very cautious ; I should 
take a long time before I risked my happiness in marriage. 
There must have been an intimate knowledge, careful obser- 
vation, the experience of many circumstances of trial In a 
matter of life or death — and marriage in my eyes is that, and 
nothing short of it — ^there must be no chance of failure." 

" Roger thought he was right," I said. 

" I don't blame him ; it would be very presumptuous. 
But, Ursie, I could not have done like him." 

" I don't think you could," was my reply. " Roger is so 
trusting." 

He paused as though hurt by the remark; then he said, 
" Trust is either wisdom or folly, according as it is founded 
upon reason. Let my reason be convinced that I have 
grounds for trust, and I hope, I know I could give it fully 
and heartily." 

I made no reply. Something in his tone and manner 
made my heart beat quickly. 

He turned to me suddenly. "Don't you believe me, 
Ursie?" 

" Yes, yes ; but—" 

"But what?" 

" No one can be quite certain of what another is ; and you 
will think you have found perfection, and—" 
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"Well I" 

" There must be faults; marriage must be a lottery." 

" No, TJrsie, no ; not always. Where one has ]j|tched, 
and loved long, and waited patiently, and prayed earnestly 
" he stopped. 

" I trust it may not be a lottery with you," I answered, 
and my voice trembled. 

" It cannot be," he exclaimed, impetuously. " Ursie," (he 
paused, and a deadly paleness overspread his countenance,) 
" say only the word, and it will not be." 

I looked in hi^face, and answered, as I laid my hand in 
his, " If you do not fear, John, how can I ? " 

And so we were engaged. 

I wandered with Jolm Hervey through the grounds of 
Dene. I listened to the plash of the foimtain, the scream of 
the peacock, the striking of the old clock, and the rustling 
murmur of the wind amongst the plantations ; but I thought 
not of the joys of my childhood, for the present was bright 
with the sunshine of an unclouded happiness. I stood with 
him upon St. Anne's Hill, but I had forgotten my calm 
acceptance of life, my resignation to its cares, and indifference 
to its pleasures. The sea sparkled in the glowing sunset, and 
its glitter seemed the reflection of the gladness of my heart. 
The breeze floated by me, and bore with it the murmurs of a 
happiness which could never forsake me. The birds winged 
their way to their rest, and I thought that my rest had 
begun; and when I gazed upon the tower of the ruined, 
oratory, and, turning to John, reproached myself that I could 
so dwell upon an earthly joy, he answered, " Ursie, the love 
which God blesses in its birth can never know death." 



CHAPTER LXXXTII. 

Only when I returned to Sandcombe was my mind 
brought back to the perception that life is, and always will 
be, probation. 

People speak of forgiveness, as though it must necessarily 
imply entire forgetfulness. That has always seemed to me a 
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mistake. We may cease to dwell upon an offence, but when 
it has revealed to us faults which we never suspected — ^when 
it has shaken our confidence— forgetfulness is impossible. 
New feelings may spring up, but the old can never return. 
I think Jessie opened her eyes but slowly to that truth, 
whilst Roger saw it from the beginning. He was at heart a 
brave man, — amorally brave,— except perhaps when called 
upon to give pain to others ; and he allowed himself now in 
no self-deceit, in a question in which the vital happiness of 
his life was involved. Jessie had disappointed him. He did 
not try to hide from himself the fact He looked at it 
boldly, — with what bitterness and self-reproach, what deep 
compassion and sympathy and tenderness, only God can tell, 
and only one who knew him as I did could imagine. His 
manner to Jessie was quite altered. It had lost the gentle, 
flattering attention of the lover, and had become the watch- 
ful, thoughtful guardianship of the father. Every want was 
provided for, every necessity foreseen ; but the hasty wish 
was checked, the fancy of extravagance reproved. It was 
his duty to train her, for he had chosen her untrained. 
Some of her faults might be called her own, but others were 
in a manner his, for he had himself placed her in a position 
for which she was unfitted, and then shrunk from insisting 
upon its duties. Now the task of instructing her was laid 
upon him. It struck me much how anxiously and conscien- 
tiously he entered upon this duty ; with what firmness, and, 
yet what singular humility and self-distrust, never regretting 
or upbraiding, always bearing in mind that he bad marked 
out his own lot, and that it was only God's great mercy and 
kind Providence which had prevented it from being a 
hundredfold more bitter. 

It was a very different married life from that which those 
who knew and loved Roger would have anticipated, for 
Jessie was not changed at once. That is another mistake 
which we are apt to fall into. Wc? hear of striking events, a 
great shock of fortune, an alarming illness, some painful tear- 
ing aside of the veil of self-deception, and think that because 
great feeling is aroused, great changes must follow. There 
may be— there often is — a great change of principle, but the 
work is carried on according to natural laws. Vanity, wil- 
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fulness, selfislmess, faults which are the growth of years, it 
will take years to subdue. So it is that the true conversion 
of the heart in middle age will yet leave the hard lines of an 
indulged evil temper strongly and painfully marked. Jessie 
was willing to bear her discipline. She was humble and 
penitent; but the old self still remained, even whilst she 
struggled against it. My greatest hope of her attaining to 
strength of character was based upon her anxiety for her 
child. I remembered what Mrs. Kemp had said about the way 
it sobers a woman to have little helpless things to take care 
of; and I thought I could see the beginning of this steadiness 
and thought even no\v. In the prospect of my soon leaving her, 
she was continually talking to me about what was to be done 
when I was gone, and how she was to manage to bring up her 
child rightly — to be different from herself; that was her 

feat desire. But I did not entirely share that wish, neither 
am sure did Koger. The old romantic love was over, but 
a new and more lasting appreciation of her good qualities 
was dawning upon him. Jessie, in her best moods, was very 
winning, and truly deserving of all the affection that could be 
bestowed upon her^ At this time especially, her unselfish- 
ness made me cling to her with a daily increasing affection. 

I don't think either she or Koger gave one thought to 
themselves when they knew I was engaged to John Hervey, 
though the change came at a time when they could least of 
all spare me, and when both of them looked* to me not only 
for help, but comfort. I was never made to feel, either by 
look or tone, or even by a sigh, that my happiness was to be 
purchased at the expense of their daily ease ; and yet they 
gave me all the affection which in my most exacting moments 
I could demand. It is often said that there is a great deal 
of ingratitude in the world, and no doubt there is ; but I will 
never believe that if a person really tries to put self second, 
there is any lack of reward even on earth. I can say with 
trujih that this has been my object, as I can also say with 
greater truth that I had constantly failed to attain it. Wit- 
ness the way in which I took Roger's marriage. Now it 
seemed as though kindness and consideration and sympathy 
were actually showered upon me. I believe Mrs. Kemp was 
only one degree less interested for me than she was for 
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Mary, whose marriage was to take place about a month be- 
fore mine. The cottage in which John and I were to live 
was very near Longside, and half Mrs. Kemp's time was 
spent in arranring abont fnmitore and alterations. She 
really took all ute trouble off my hands. William did what 
I little expected of him, and certainly could not have asked; 
he promised to give me five hundred pounds on my wedding- 
day, and declured he should leave everything he had equally 
divided between Eoger and me. Wi^ John's consent I ar- 
ranged to let Jessie have one hundred out of my five put 
aside for her at once. The question of her money had been 
a trouble to me from the beginning ; and wlien both Roger 
and she objected, and said that William would not like it, 
John and I determined to have it settled upon the baby. I 
felt that I must begin my married life with a clear con- 
science about all such matters. I could not take Wil- 
liam's money with the thought that Jessie had - any claim 
upon it. I did not mean to let William know anything 
about it, but it did come to his ears, and he then said he 
would make the arrangement himself. This pleased me as 
much as anything that happened then. Not because of any 
saving to myself, but I was so thankful to see that he had a 
notion of restitution. As for the kindness of the friends in 
the neighbourhood, it almost oppressed me, I had such a 
number of good wishes and such pretty presents. But what 
pleased me most of all, I think, was a parcel from Germany, 
containing a note of congratulations from Mrs. Temple, and 
a few lines from Miss Milicent, accompanied by some speci- 
mens of Swiss wood-carving, a salad fork and spoon, and a 
paper knife, and a very pretty dish to stand on the table in 
my parlour. 

Mrs. Temple's note, though short, helped me to under- 
stand the blessing of being " in charity with all men." As 
for Miss Milicent, her congratulations were so hearty that 
they made the tears come into my eyes ; whilst I felt truly 
humbled by the thought of how little they were deserved. 
"Dear Ursie Grant," she wrote, "you have been a good 
sister, and a good friend, and God's blessing is upon you, and 
be sure He will prosper you. I shall say a hearty prayer for 
you on your wedding-day, as I have done every day of my 
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life for many years. People declare that the saints know 
what is going on upon earth ; I don't pretend to judge upon 
that, point, for never having been where they are, and there 
being nothing about it in the Bible, I-should think it pre- 
sumption to decide ; but if my mother, who was a saint, if 
ever there was one, knows, anything about your plans, she 
will for certain give you her blessing on your marriage ; and 
as we can't say surely, I send it to you for her, praying God 
that in all times of trouble, you may meet with a friend as 
true as yourself, and a greater good in an earthly way, I 
can't ask for any one. And so, good-bye, — and I hope be- 
fore long to come back to England, and to see you and John 
Hervey at your cottage. 

" From your most sincere and affectionate friend, 

"MiLicENT Weir. 

^^ P. S. I should like to know what the rent of the Heath 
is now. I hear the house has changed hands. I have quite 
forgiven John Hervey, and think him a wise man, and 
worthy to be your husband. And I beg you will give him 
my good wishes, and tell him so." 

Time sped on so quickly, my wedding-day drew near be- 
fore I seemed at all ready for it, though what remained to 
be done concerned others more than myself. Koger wanted 
to make a list of things which it would be well for Jessie to 
attend to ; he asked me to write down what I did with the 
servants in the way of teaching them, and what my rules 
were. He was bent upon having a strict, regular household ; 
and Jessie tried very much to follow what I suggested. Of 
course I was obliged to make a ^od many changes; for 
with her baby to attend to, she could not possibly undertake 
all that I did ; and Roger was very considerate, not at all 
wishing to press her. What she could not do, he said, he 
would try to do himself; and with this help I had no fears 
for Jessie. 

She had many, however, for herself. We were talking 
together on the Saturday before my marriage, which was to 
be on the Tuesday following, — sitting in the deep window- 
seat in the parlour, the baby lying in my lap, — ^for, now the 
time seemed so short, I made Jessie spare it to me whenever 
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I had a moment's leisure. It was a beautiful calm eyening, 
and the fresh scent of the mignonette and roses in the gar- 
den, and the myrtle which was trained against the wall, 
seemed quite to fill the room. Home seemed yery pleasant 
and dear to me now I was going to leave it, and I said so to 
Jessie. 

^* Oh ! Ursie,'' she answered, and tears filled her eyes; 
*^ how I shall miss you. Looking back ever so long, I have 
always depended upon you ; and I can't go to Roger for 
every little thing." 

" You must learn to do so," I said ; " he likes it, and he 
is never impatient." 

" No, never, — but, — ^Ursie, — I think a woman can un- 
derstand one's foolish ways, and make allowance for them. 
I never feel afraid of owning how ignorant I am to you." 

" You won't be ignorant soon," I said ; " you are setting 
to work to learn so fast." 

" But it is late to begin," she answered, " after one is 
married. If I could only go back ! Ah 1 little one," and 
she bent down to look at the baby ; you shall never be such 
a thoughtless lassie as your mother." 

" You can never remember your mother," I said ; " that 
makes a great difference." 

" Perhaps it is an excuse ; I don't know — I believe it 
was in me to be bad, Ursie. I always pray that baby may 
take after Koger, and not after me. I never like to hear 
people say she is like me." 

" There is no need for her to be so very different, dear 
Jessie," I replied ; " all that she will want will be more 
careful training than you ever had." 

^^ I don't mean to spoil her," she answered. 

" I am sure you don't. But, Jessie, may I tell you what 
my fear is ? " 

" Yes, speak out ; I don't care what I hear from you ? " 

" Well, then ! I am afraid you won't begin training her 
soon enough ; and I think, too, that perhaps Eoger will fall 
into the same mistake. He was inclined to indulge me when 
I was little." . 

" Would you have me scold her at once ? " said Jessie, 
laughing, as she stooped down to kiss her baby. ^^ You have 
a cruel aunt Ursie, little one." 
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^' I think the trainmg of a child, as far as obedience is 
concerned, ought to be over by the time it is five years old," 
I replied. 

Jessie started. 

" Yes," I continued, " I know it sounds extremely cruel, 
but one thing I am quite sure of, that little things of that 
age will bear any amount of strictness, — of course I don't 
mean unkindness, — but strict order and discipline as to obe- 
dience, so long as they have great tenderness shown them 
at the same time. Children, I believe, are actually taught 
to be disobedient by the folly of their parents." 

" I don't want obedience half so much as love," said 
Jessie. 

" You will never get one without the other," I replied. 
^^ Disobedience is selfishness ; and a selfish child does not 
properly understand what love means." 

" And what is to be done after five years old ? " asked 
Jessie. 

" I suppose good example," was my reply ; " a sterner 
discipline for oneself than one would like to attempt with a 
child, great earnestness, and especially great calmness, and a 
ready sympathy and tenderness of manner." 

^' I shall not be wanting in tenderness," said Jessie ; ^^ I 
shall love my little one too well for that." 

" What I should fear most for myself," I said, " would 
be impatience. I know from experience that no amount of 
affection will do away with the effects of a hasty word. An 
irritable person can never gain confidence ; not that you are 
irritable, Jessie ; I was speaking more of what I remember 
in my own childhood. William, when he did pet me, was 
much more indulgent than Eoger ; but I never felt sure of 
him, and so I never opened my heart to him." 

" If my baby is to be taught by good example, there 
will be very little hope for her," said Jessie, " except that 
she has a father as well as a mother." 

" I scarcely see how she is to be taught without exam- 
ple," I said. ^^ I remember hearing Miss Milicent lecture 
the children at Compton about reverence, talking to them in 
a loud voice in church, just as the service was about to be- 
gin. Naturally enough they all became irreverent directly ; 
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whereas one look at Eoger was sufficient to make one re- 
member where one was. And, Jessie, as to reverence, I can- 
not but think, if we mean to make a child reverent to God, 
we must begin by making it reverent to its father and 
mother." 

" Roger will do that," said Jessie. 

" Yes, I think he will ; it is in him. But a great deal 
must depend on the mother. You know Mrs. Kemp brought 
up Mary in that way. Many times I have heard her say, 
* My dear, you may take liberties with your companions, but 
you must never take them with me.' Mary was obliged to 
come in and out of the room quietly, and to stand aside for 
her mother to pass; and was so particular about saying, 
^ Thank you ; ' and everything h^ mother did for her was 
considered such a favour. It quite shocks me sometimes 
now to see children make slaves of their parents as they do, 
fancying that their only business is to please and work for 
them." 

" I should never have thought Mary Kemp had been 
brought up in that way," said Jessie ; " she always gave me 
the notion of being so independent, and going her own way 
without contradiction. I liiow when Aunt Morris used to 
scold me so much, I used to think of Mary with envy, be- 
cause it seemed as though she did just as she liked, and was 
never found fault with." 

^^ That was because there was no occasion to find fault 
with her," I replied. " Mrs. Kemp declared that she never 
had cause really to scold Mary after she was fifteen. You 
see she had been brought up ^o well till then, that her mother 
was able to let the reins loose, and so, just when she was be- 
ginning to have a will of her own — as girls will have at that 
age — it was a right will, which there was no occasion to op- 
pose. I remember Mrs. Kemp saying to me one day that 
what mothers frequently do is to spoil their children up to 
five years old, try experiments upon them up to fifteen, and 
then contradict them up to twenty, and by that time there is 
an end to confidence, and too often to love." 

" I should be afraid," said Jessie, " that all that kind of 
strictness would make a child so formal, and so afraid of its 
mother." 
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" No doubt it will where there is no tenderness or sym- 
pathy," I replied. " But Mrs. Kemp has such a very affec- 
tionate way with her, and throws herself so heartily into her 
children's pleasures, that it would be quite impossible to be 
afraid of her. As for being cold mannered to children, it 
seems to me impossible, though I know people who are so 
upon what they call principle, thinking it right, they say, to 
teach self-control. As if children's affections could be de- 
stroyed by shutting up the natural Tent, and as if they were 
not the very means God has given us to soften necessary dis- 
cipline. I don't think myself one can be too affectionate to 
children, if one is only strict at the same time." 

" Well ! Ursie," said Jessie, laughing, " there is only 
one thing to be done that I can see : you must just go and 
tell John Hervey that I can't spare you, for I shall never 
bring up my child rightly without you." 

" ijiave been preaching, I know," I said, feeling rather 
ashamed of myself; " and I have no business to do so." 

" You shall preach to baby when she grows old enough," 
said Jessie ; ^' I am sure it will do her the greatest possible 
good." 

" No, indeed," I said, heartily ; " I hate preaching, I 
don't think any good is ever done by it." 

" Yes, you have done me good," replied Jessie. 

" Because you sought the preaching, as you choose to 
call it," I replied. " But, Jessie, if I had thrust it upon 
you, I should only have made you angry." 

" Still one must preach a little," replied Jessie ; " or how 
is my poor baby ever to become what she should be ? " 

" Teach, but not preach," I said ; " at least, to judge by 
myself, children like teaching very much, but preaching they 
can't endure. It makes them shrink like a sensitive leaf 
when it is touched." 

" And so my little one is to grow up like a heathen," said 
Jessie, half smiling at her own exaggeration. 

"So far as a baptized child, who is taught to pray, and 
read the Bible, and say its Catechism, and obey its parents, 
can be a heathen," I said. 

" But that is not all, Ursie," said Jessie, earnestly. 

" What there is beyond, must, I should think, be left to 
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God," was my reply. " We can't give grace ourselves, you 
know, Jessie, and we shall never make it grow by searching 
into the heart to see if it is there. But I believe that the 
grace will never be wanting, if a child is kept in the way of 
duty and obedience, while we are at the same time thoroughly 
in earnest ourselves, and pray heartily for God's blessing and 
guidance. The good seed may not appear just in the way, 
or at the time we wish ; but it will ripen in due time one may 
be certain." 

Jessie bent sadly over her baby. " If I could only be 
sure," she said ; " but I have gone so far wrong myself. I 
often think that my punishment will be sent to me through 
my little one." 

" You must remember Roger," I replied. 

'^ Oh, yes ! that is my comfort. A blessing must rest 
upon his child, Ursie ; don't you think so ? " 

" I am certain of it," I said. 

** Baby is like him, the eyes are like, aren't they ? " con- 
tinued Jessie; " she does not take only after me." 

I looked into the clear dark eyes, already beginning to 
dawn with something like intelligence, and fancied I saw in 
them the traces of the earnest, generous spirit, which had 
been my guide and support through life. 

^^ If she was a boy she would be just like him," said 
Jessie. 

" But being a girl she is not at all like him," said a 
merry voice. John Hervey came up to the window, and 
Boger with him. 

" What are you two wasting your time about ? " asked 
John. 

" Planning to make a wise woman of Boger's daughter," 
I said. 

John came round into the room. '^ I don't believe she is 
a daughter yet," he said ; " or anything but an * it.' Hand 
her over to me, Ursie. I seem scarcely to have looked at 
her." I did as he bade me. Boger half sat, half leaned on 
the window-sill, gazing intei^tly upon the baby's face ; pres- 
ently he said : *^ She is not a little Christian yet ; she will be 
to-morrow, please God ; but we have not settled upon a name 
for her." 



U B S U L A . 309 

" Oh ! yes," I exclaimed, " you have. She is to be Jes- 
sie, of course, if you insist upon only one name." 

" Jessie won't have it so," replied Roger, gravely. 

f* No ! why not ? " I looked at Jessie, and repented 
that I had asked the question. Her eyes were swimming 
with tears. 

Eoger put his hand upon her fondly. " My little wo- 
man, why mustn't it be ? you see Ursie thinks it right." 

Jessie wiped away her tears, but still she answered : " I 
can't, Eoger, indeed, I can't have it. She must never be 
Jessie in anything." 

" Not if I wish it ? " he said. 

" Not if you wish it. You don't understand now what 
Jessie is." 

" I understand she is my darling little wife," replied 
Roger. 

Jessie looked up at him with an expression of almost 
painful gratitude. " Not Jessie," she whispered, " but Ur- 
sula." And Roger turned to me, as I was standing close to 
him, and giving me one of those kisses which seem to con- 
centrate in them years of affection, he joined my hands with 
John's, and said, " It seems too much to ask for the blessing 
of a second Ursula Grant." 



CHAPTER LXXXIV. 

No one can expect me to describe my wedding-day. If 
I were to attempt it, it would not be like the reality, for, in 
truth, I had but a very indistinct consciousness of anything 
that was passing around me that morning. I remember only 
Jessie's sweet smiles and tearful eyes, and Roger's more 
than fatherly thoughtfulness, and William's kindness, and 
much, much more that was good and pleasant from neigh- 
bours and Mends ; and, above all, the x)ne happy, honest- 
hearted, loving countenance, which was now dearer to me 
than all others. How I was dressed, how I looked, may 
have been a matter of consequence to others, it was very lit- 
tle to me. John was satisfied, and I cared for nothing else ; 
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and the dearest ornament which I wore was the moss rose 
bad gathered by him and given me in exchange for one which 
I had laughingly insisted should be worn in his button-hole 
on his wedding morning. 

If marriage is an awM thing to those who merely look 
on upon it, it is far too sacred and solemn to be described 
by those who actually take part in it. 

Bather I would tell of my first arrival at my new home 
a fortnight afterwards ; — ^tlue pretty gable-ended cottage, cov- 
ered with creepers ; the pleasant little parlour, ornamented 
with my wedding presents ; and having casement windows 
that looked out upon a tiny bit of lawn, a largo kitchen gar- 
den, and a paddock beyond, in which two cows and a pony 
were feeding ; the view from the arbour of Oompton church 
and the ruined oratory on St. Anne's Hill, the soothing 
murmur of the sea, which had been familiar to me from in- 
fancy ; and the pealing welcome from the merry church 
bells. The cottage was within reach of all I loved and 
cared for. The bright evening when we first drank tea in 
it as our home, seemed the omen of a happy life ; and, God 
be thanked, it has not failed. I have lived to love and hon- 
our my husband every day more and more. I am the n^other 
of three children, whom God has blest with health and good 
dispositions. I have a competency for the present, and feith 
for the future ; and if I have known cares, and disappoint- 
ments, and anxieties, they are but the lot of all ; and I trust 
that through God's infinite Mercy, they are doing the work 
of training for Eternity. 

That is the thought which is now most often with me ; 
for years hurry on, and bring with them the consciousness 
that one is hastening to the time when all these earthly 
blessings must be left, and God must be all in all. There 
are moments when I tlunk of my husband and my children, 
and feel as though I could clmg hold of life, grasping it 
with all my strength, that it should not be taken from me. 
Those are moments of temptation, the temptation of a happy 
married life; but there are others when God eives me 
another and a holier feeling ; when I can place all in His 
hands, lying still before Him, and waiting cheerfully for 
whatever may be to come, because I have learnt not only to 
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trust, but to lore Him. I fear it is almost bold to say so, 
yet Mrs. Weir often talked to me about it. It is a feeling 
which comes to me most often in the long summer eyenings, 
when the children are asleep, and I am waiting for John to 
return from some business which has taken him tD a distance. 
Then I often kneel and pray whilst the moon shines full into 
my window ; and the soft night breezes rise, seeming to wail 
for the world^s sorrows whilst it sleeps. The deep sounds in 
the calm, awful light, might well make me tremble, even if 
they did not make me sad. But it is not so ; I can ^el rest 
then, which I seldom do in the day — ^rest which is quite rest, 
which has no wish for anything but to remain rest. I know 
that I have God quite close to me, and I can say what comes 
into my mind and be sure that every word is understood. 1 
can tell Him of my love for my precious earthly treasures, 
and yet feel that He, who knows my heart, sees that it is 
truth, when I say how I have longed all my life with a great, 
great longing to love some Being quite Perfect ; and how, 
now I have found what I wanted, — even Him who in his 
wondrous mercy gave Himself for me, — and can give all in 
return — all, every wish and hope and joy, not wishing to 
keep anything back, caring for those whom he has given me 
here,' as He only knows, but turning again to Him, oh ! with 
such a rush at my heart 1 — it makes the tears come, because 
it is so happy. 

If God should give me that feeling when I am called to 
die, — death would be great joy. 

But I must work for Him now ; and there is still much 
to be done, both for myself and others. 

I see Boger and Jessie often. I think and believe they 
are happy ; not so happy as John and I— our lot is rare in 
its blessedness, and Jessie, gentle and affectionate though 
she is, can never fiilly supply all the needs of such a heart 
as Roger's, — yet so happy as to feel that they are journeying 
on the same road to the same home of peace. They have 
but one child. I sometimes am inclined to wish they had 
more, when I see what a pet she is ; and yet for myself I 
am quite contented, for I could never love another so well, 
and I should not wish to be partial. My own children are 
dear to me beyond what words can express. It would be 
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folly to suppose that any other love could ever equal that of 
a mother ; yet there is a peculiar feeling connected with lit- 
tle Ursula ; a remembrance of the first moment when I held 
her in my arms and thought of her as Koger^s child, that 
must always give her a claim upon my heart, with which no 
one else can interfere. Inherited love — the loye that clings 
to the child because the parent has been dear — ^is a strong 
tie ; and the second Ursula Grant is far more gentle and 
loving and teachable than the first ever was or will be. Her 
uncle William is her great charge ; and she waits upon him 
with a devotion and thoughtfulness, mingled with much of 
her father's early piety, which are very touching ; and often 
I think that Eoger is blessed, through his child, by seeing 
his brother gradually but surely brought to follow in the 
same good path which he himself has so long trod. 

Farmer Kemp is growing old, but works as heartily as 
ever ; and Mrs. Kemp is young again in the happiness of 
having a married daughter and grandchildren. Miss Mill- 
cent is settled at the Heath. Her father's death, which took 
place about two years after my marriage, relieved her of the 
claim upon her fortune, and she has now a small but sufficient 
income, which is managed oddly still, but far more sensibly 
than in days of yore. She is a busy and useful person, al- 
ways having some plans of charity in her head, and occa- 
sionally much perplexing Mr. and Mrs. Eichardson by her 
desire to carry them out. But she is not wilful as she was. 
Past lessons have not been forgotten, and when she is very 
unmanageable, Mr. Eichardson generally applies to me, and 
a little talk in our parlour, or a conversation on the sea shore, 
whilst the children, of whom she is very fond, are picking up 
shells, and searching for Miss Milicent's " creatures," sel- 
dom fails to bring her to reason. It is not my own sense or 
eloquence which can alBfect her, but God's grace working 
through the remembrance of her mother. Truly, I often 
think to myself, ^^ the path of the just is like the shining 
light " in more ways than one, for it is a guide through many 
a darkened way. 

And Dene — ^the bright home of my childhood, the lovely 
spot in which my heart knew its earliest and most untrou- 
bled joy I^ — 
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Miss Milioent's prophecy has come true, it has followed 
the fortimes of her family. 

I will describe it as I last visited it. 

I walked oyer St. Amie's hill, and along the top of the 
down, but when I wished to descend the sloping green path, 
I found myself stopped by fences and ditches, for the end of 
the down was enclosed, and Dene was no longer accessible in 
that direction. I went down on the other side, and made 
my way at the back of the plantation, till I came to a gate 
opening into the direct road to Hove. It was barred and 
padlocked. I clambered over it, and wenti^W'^e house. 
The shrubbery was grown into a thicb^jjMpSntation ; the 
broad road was green with damp ; the 'f^lHwork of the sta- 
bles, the coach-house, and the cottij^e^was unpainted; the 
clock was silent. A woman with a little child appeared at 
the front door, wondering apparently to see any living being. 
She told me that I might walk round, and I went to the lit- 
tle gate leading to the side entrance, and when I opened it 
found the path blocked up, and made my way by stooping 
amidst overgrown laurels to the &ont of the house. 

No verandah was to be seen ; the work of the old car- 
penter, which had been the pride and ornament of the place, 
and the wonder of the neighbourhood, had vanished entire- 
ly ; — irhe plain stone house stood in its bare desolation, with 
only the broad pavement before it. I turned to the lawn, 
once so exquisitely smooth and soft. It was fast becoming 
rank grass. Two straggling flower beds were left, but with- 
out a flower to brighten them. The fountains had ceased to 
play, the ponds were nearly empty, the walks round the gar- 
den were so overgrown tnat I did not attempt to pass by 
them, nor even to mount the steps of my favourite seat In 
the inside of the house a few pieces of furniture still re- 
mained in the two sitting-rooms, making a mockery of com- 
fort ; the bed-rooms were empty. 

I asked the woman what was to be done with the place, 
and she told me that she believed it was to be sold to a 
stranger, and the house was to be pulled down. 

Such is Dene now. 

In a few years another and a grander house may stand 
on its site. Lovelier flowers and walks, and fountains may 
Vol. 11—14 
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then adorn it ; eyes more fitted to appreciate may look on it 
with delight, and lips more eloquent far than mine may speak 
its praise. But to me Dene is gone for ever. 

And the happiness associated with it, the rush of glee, 
the entrancing dreams, the thrill of wondering admiration 1 
— ^vain, indeed, would be the effort by any power of wealth 
and taste to recall that cloudless joy. It is to be found but 
in the blessed memories of childhood and the glorious prophe- 
cies of heayen. 



THE END. 
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The Art of Balldlas la An- 
cleat aad Modem liSaea; 
or, Archltectare Illaiftra» 

ed. With an Atlas of sixty steel 
plates, containing 1100 illnstrations. 
2 vols. Cloth, 6 00 

TIm Relli^ioBa of Aaeleat aad 
Modem Times ; or, Mythol- 
Offy Illastrated. With an 
Atlas of thirty steel plates, contain- 
ing eight hundred illostrationa. 8 
vols. Cloth, 4 00 

The Fiae Arts Illastrated. 

Being a €k)mplete History of Scalp- 
tore, Painting, and the Graphic 
Arts, indnding a Theory of the 
Art of Drawing. With an Atlas of 
twenty-six steel plates, containing 
flye hundred illustrations. 2 vols. 

Cloth, 4 00 

Techaolosy Illastrated. Being 
a Series of Treatises on the Con- 
struction of Boads, Bridges, Canals, 
Hydraulic Engineei Flooring and 
Spinning Mills, and on the Prin- 
dpal Proceedings in Cotton Mann- 
ftcture. Coining, Mining, Me- 
tallurgy, Agriculture, &o. With 
an Atlas of thirty-flye sted plates, 
containing 1,100 engravinga 2 
yols. Cloth, 4 00 

A very few eopisa only remain qfth« 
above. JSarly ordere are neoet- 
earytoeeeurelhem, 

lO. A Tale of the Aaeleat 
Faae. By Barton. 12mo. Cloth, 76 

Irish (The) Abroad aad at 
Home, at the Coart aad la 
the Camp. 18ma Cloth, 1 00 

Isham's Mad Cabia ; or, Char- 
aeter aad Teadeacy of Brit- 
ish lastltatloas. 12ma Cloth, 1 00 



James* Heary* The Natare 
of EtU* eoasidered la a 
Letter to the Rev* Edward 
Beecher, DJ>« 1 yoL lOmo. 

Cloth, 100 

James, G. P. B« aad M. B« 
field. Adriea; or, The 
Cloads of the Mlad. 12ma 

aotii, n 



(Mia.) Commoa- 
•lace Book of Thoaghts, 
M«4aorles, and Faacles. 

12mo. Cloth, 76 

HaUcalfextra,176 

Johasoa, A* B. Vhe Meaaiag 
of Words. 12ma Cloth, 1 00 

Johaston's Chemistry of «.H»m- 
moa lilfe. Illustrated with nu 
xnerous woodcuts. 2 yols. 12mo. 

Cloth, 2 l.« 

In sheep, 2 26 

InhalfcaU; 4 00 

Jaiio CUffbrd. A Tale. By a 

Lady. With fflustrationa 12mo. 

Cloth, 1 26 

Kavaauigh, Jalia. Womeaof 
Chrlstlaalty, Exemplary for 
Piety aad Charity, l&no. 

doth, 75 



■ Nathalie. A Tale. 



12mo Cloth, 1 00 

— — Madelelae* 12mo. 

aoth, 76 
Daisy Bams.l2mo. 

Cloth, 1 00 

Grace Lee. ..Goth, 1 00 

Rachel Gray. 12ma 

Cloth, 76 

The same. Cyolumes. 

Half call; 10 00 

Keats' P«edcal Works. 1 yol. 

12mo. Cloth, 1 00 

Gilt edges,! 60 
Antlqiie or aztra morocco, 8 60 
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Kirkland (Aln.) Personal 
Memoirs of Georice Wash- 
Ini^oii* 1 yoL 12mo. Illas- 
tnted (In presa.) 

KoBppen* Ados of the Middle 
Ages. With copious iUastrative 
Text 4to Half bound, 4 60 



History of the 



Middle Ages. 2 yola. 12mo. 

Cloth, 2 00 



Adas to do. Oloth, 2 60 



Kohlransch's Complete His- 
tory of Ctormany. 8vo. Cloth, 1 60 

A New Edition. 

ninstrsted Extra Binding. 2 60 

liKmardne^ History of 
Tnjrkey. Vdi 1. 12mo. Cloth, 1 00 

liayaidys Nineveh and its Re- 
mains. 1 large toL Sra, with all 

the illnstrationB. Cloth, 4 00 

Half call; 5 00 

^— — The Sam& 1 vol 12mo., 
wtthont the lllastrations.... Cloth, 1 00 

lioe, E. B. liife of Jean Paul 
F. Richter . 12ma Goth, 1 26 

Iioger's History of Animal 
Magnetism. 12mo. Oloth, 1 00 

liOtters from Rome, A.D. 
138. By the Author i! " Clonds 
and Sunshine.** 12ma Cloth, 1 00 

Iiife and Correspondence of 
Judge Iredell. (In presa) 

IiifeHi Discipline* A l^ale of 
the Annals of H angary. By 

Talvi. Author of "Helolse," &a 
12ma Cloth, 68 

lilndsay. Poems by Walter 
M. Ijindsay. 16mo Cloth, 76 

t^ndf W. W. Poems. 12ma 

Boards, T5 



liord, W. W. Christ in Hades. 
12ma Boards, 79 

Macanlay^s Essays, Crideal 
and Miscellaneons. Btet 
Edition. 6 vols, small 8vo. Cloth, 8 76 
Half calf extra, 8 00 
FnUcaIfextra,10 00 

Macintosh, M.J. Twoliives* 
or. To Seem and To Be. 12ma ' 

Qofli, T5 



' Amt Kitty's Tales. 



12mo. Cloth, 76 



ds Counter 



Charms Cloth, 1 00 



•Evenings at Don- 



aldson Manor. 12ina... Cloth, 76 



The liofty and 



liO wly. 2 vols. 12ma . . . Cloth, 1 60 

The above, in uniform sets, 6 voUl, 
half calf extra, 10 00 

McCormick's Visit to the 
Camp before Sebastopol. 

Neatly illustrated. 12mo. . . Cloth, 1 00 

McLee's Series of Alphabets, 
designed as a Text-Book 
for Engravers and Painters 
of Letters. 4to. Cloth, 2 00 

Mahon's (I^ord) History of 
England. Edited by Proftasor - 
Beed. 2 vols. 8vo 4 00 

Muszonl. The Betrothed 
liovers. 2 vols. 12ma..Qoth, 1 60 

Margaret Cecil; or, I Can, 
Because I Ought. By Cousin. 
Kate. 12mo. Cloth, 76 

Marrying Too IJate. By Gea 

Wood. Author of *« Peter ScUe- 

mihl in America,** &a, Ao, 1 vol. 

(InpreK) 
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MmrmhH Theory and Practice 
of Bank Book-Keep Ing and 
Joint Stock Accounts. 1 vol 

4ta Printed In colon 4 00 

MaxInM of Waahingtoo. Se- 
lected from his own Wrltingaw By 
Bev. J. F. Bchroeder, D.D. 12ma 

Cloth, 1 00 
GUt edges, 1 60 

Meek's Red Bagle. A Poem of 

the South. 12mo Cloth, 70 

or, in extra 
doth, gilt edges, 1 00 

Memorlali of the Dead In 
Boston* 12mo. Cloth, 1 60 

Alichelet's History of France. 
SyoIs. Sva Cloth, 8 60 

-^^-^— History of Roman 
Republic. 12ma Cloth, 1 00 

Mlllediilcia; a Thousand 
Pleasant Things Selected 
Irom the <* Notes and 
Queries." (In press.) 

Milton's Paradise Lost. 18ma 

Cloth, 88 
doth gilt, 60 

Minnie myrtle. The.Iroqnois ; 
or, Bright Side of Indian 
Character. lUastrated. 12mo. 

Cloth, 1 00 

Montgomery's Sacred Poems 
and Hy^uis, for Pablic and 
Private Devotion. 12mo. 

ClottvO 76 
Morocco antique, or extra, 2 60 

Moore, C. C. Life of Ctoorge 
Castrlot, King of Albania. 
12ma Cloth, 1 00 

Moore's (Frank) Songs and 
Ballads of the American 
BoTolution. With Notes and 

fllutrattona. ISmo. Cloth, 1 00 

Oi; in moroooo aatiqae^ 8 00 



Moore's (Thos.) Memoit^, 
Journals, Sc Correspond- 
ence. Edited by Lord John 
SosselL Nos.1. to XL Complete. 

Li paper, each, 25 
Or, in 1 vol. cloth, 8 00 

Morse's General Atlas of the 
World. Containing seventy 
Maps, drawn and engraved from 
the latent and bast authorities, with 
DescripUons and Statistics of all 
Nations to the year 1850. 1 vol 
4to,hs]f bound, 9 00 

Morton Montagu ; or, Yoang 
Christian's Choice. By C. 

B. Mortimer. 12ma Cloth, 75 

Napoleon. The Confidential 
Correspondence of Napoleon 
Bonaparte with Ids Brother 
Joseph, some time King of 
Spain. 2 vols. 12ma Cloth, 2 00 

The same. 2 vols. 

Halfcali;4 00 

Napoleon, IJife of. From the 
French of Laurent de TArdeche. 
2 vols, in L 8vo. 600 cuts, some 
colored Im. morocco, 8 00 

Newport IIlnstrated,in a Series 
of Pen and Pencil Sketches. 12mo. 

Cloth, 60 

Norman licslie. A Tale. By 
O.aH. 12ma Cloth, 76 

Nursery Basket (The). A Hand- 
Book of Practical DirectlonB for 
Young Mothers. ISmo..... Cloth, Si 

Oates, Geo. Interest Tables 
at 6 per cent, per annum. 
8va ft 00 

Abridged Edition, .. 1 88 



- Interest Tables 



at 7 per cent, per Avnum. 
8vo. s 00 

Abridged Edition, . . 1 86 
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Oagottdm Tlie Hearth-Stone ; 
•r. Home Trnths Arom a City 
Fvlpit* 12mo. Cloth, 1 00 

GQtedgefsl 26 
— >^— ninstrated new edition,. 1 26 

GUt edges, 1 60 

. MllO'Stoneo in oar 

Iilfe Journey. 12mo. doth, 1 00 
GUt edges, 1 26 

Parlcyn's Savage Life in Abys- 
synia. With illustrations. 2 vols. 

12mo. Cloth, 2 60 

IMtto, cheap edition, in 1 toL Cloth, 1 60 

Pell's Guide for tlie Tonng. 

18m& Cloth, 88 

Gilt edges, ' 60 

Perry's Narrative of tlie Bx- 
pedltioB of an American 
Squadron to tlte Oliina Seas 
and Japan, performed in 
tlie Tears 185^9 1853, and 
1854, by order of the Gov- 
ernment of the United States. 
Compiled from the Original Notes 
and Jonmala. By FrandB L. 
Hawks, D.D. 1 vol 8vo., with 

nomerons iUnstrttions. Cloth, 6 00 

HalfcaU;6 00 
FnU calf; 7 00 
Morocco, 8 00 

The Same, carefhlly 
abridged f^.* District School libra 
ries and Young People. 1 neai 
vol ISmo., illnstrated. (Just ready.) 

Phcenixiana $ or. Sketches 
and Burlesques. By John 
Phoenis. niustrated. 12ma Cloth, 1 00 

Pinkney's (Wm.) Life. By his 
Nephew. IvoL 8yo. Cloth. 2 00 

PickelPs New Chapter in the 
Barly Life of Washington 
in connection ^v^th the Nar- 
rative History of the Po- 
tomae Company* 1 yoL 8vo. 

GloQi.196 



Porter's (Miss Jane) Scottish 
Chiefs. A Romance. New 

and handsome edition, in 1 large 
yoL Svo., with engraYirga... Cloth, 1 JO 
In extra roan, narb. edges, 2 K) 

Prismatics (Tales and Poems.) 

By Bichard Haywarde. 12ma 
niustrated. 1 26 

Bepnbllc of the United States : 
Its DnUes, dec. 12ma Cloth, 1 00 

Reid's New English Diction- 
ary, with Derivations. 12ina 

Sheep, t 00 

Robinson Crusoe. Only com- 
plete edition, niostrated with 800 
Outs. 8vo. 1 JO 

In gUt edges,, 1 76 
Half call; 3 00 

Rogers. Recollections of the 
Table-Talk of Samuel Ro- 
gers. 12mo. Cloth, 1 00 

Roe, A. S. James Moun^oy } 
or, I've been Thinking. 
12mo. Cloth, 76 



Time and Tide. 



12mo. Goth, 76 

Reuben Medlicott; or. The 
Coming Man. 12mo. . . . Cloth, 75 

Sampson's Brief Remarker 
on the Ways of Man. Essays 
and Bketchee of Life. 12ma Cloth, 1 26 

Scou's Iiady of the Ijake. 
16ma Cloth, 88 

— -^— Marmion. 16ma Goth, 87 

Ijay of the Last Min- 
strel Goth, 2ft 

Schwegler's History of Phil- 
osophy. Translated from the 
original German by Julias H. 
SeelySi 12mo. 1 » 



J 
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Select Italian Comedies. 

TnoBlAted. 12mo. Cloth, 

8eweU« E. SI. The EarPa 
Daughter, lima Cloth, 



T6 



T6 



- Amy Herbert. A Tale. 



ISmo. Cloth, 76 



- Gertrude. A Tale. 



12mo Cloth 75 

Ijaneton Parsonage. 

A Tale. 8 yols. 12mo. aoth, 2 25 

niargaret Ferclval. 2 

▼ota. Cloth, 1 60 



Experience of JJlfe. 

12ina Cloth, 



76 



- Walter liorlmer, and 



other Tales. 12ma niastnted. 

Cloth, 75 

Kadiarlne Ashton* 9 

voli. 12mo. Cloth, 160 



- Journal Kept for the 



Children of a YUlage SchooL 

aoth, 1 00 

Shakspeare's Dramatic 
Works and lilfe. 1 toL 8va 

aoth, gUt edges 8 00 

Beyer's modem Domestic 
Cookery. 12mo. Bound, 1 00 



Southey's lilfe of 
CromweU. 18ma.... 



OUver 

..aoth. 



Southgate (Bishop). Ylslt to 
the Syrian Church. 12mo. .. 1 00 



SouTestre's Attic Philosopher 
In Paris. 12ma aoth, 

■ Stray JJeaves from 



Spectator (The). A n«w editton, 
careAilly revised. 6 large vols. Sya 

Fine bold type. Cloth, 9 00 

Half calf; 15 00 
CaH;20 00 



. A smaller Edition, in 4 



60 



a Family Journal. With illos- 
trationa. 12mo. aoth, 76 

Sprague's History of the 
Florida War. 1C^> and Plateau 
8m 8 60 



— The Same. 2 vols, m 1. 
aoth, or imperial morocco, 8 50 



Summer Land (The). A Sou- 
thern Story. By a Child of the 
Bon. IvoL Goth, 



75 



Sweety Dr. Treatise en the 
Diseases of the Chest. 8t«. 8 00 

Tappan's (Prof.) Ijog;lc. New 

and entirely revised edition. 12ma 

aoth, 1 25 



• Steps from the New 



Modem 



eeparate.. 



Ancient 



Thackeray's Dr. Birch and 
Ids Toui# Friends. Square 



vols. 12ma Cloth, 8 60 

H&ir calf; 
Fnllcali; 

Spalding's History of English 
liiterature. ?2ma aoth, 1 00 

Squier's Nicaraifiiay Its Peo- 
ple^ Antiquities, &c. Maps 
andPUitea 2vola. Sva 4 00 



World to the Old, and Back 

8v<da. 12mo.....aotfa, 1 76 



Thorpe's The Hive of the 
Bee-Hunter. 16ma ninstsrat- 
ed. Cloth, 1 00 

Taylor's Manual of Ancient 
and Modem EUstory. Edited 

by Pro£ Henry. Sva aotn, 2 25 

Sheep, 2 50 



History. 
Cloth, 1 50 



do. do. 

aoth,l 25 



75 
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